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9 AG ETTER: 1; 
To HE trifling Manner and the Pedant's 
Way, 


\v 


When filly Rhymer knows not what 
to ſa 5 


And 


And his invoking of ſome fimple Maid, 
Some Sitter of the Nine, to give him Aid: 
Becauſe the Practice is in ſolemn Uſe, 


Muſt I be Lacquey, and invoke the Muſe ? 


Wich humble Veneration and good Leave, 


I want no Favour, no Aſſiſtance crave. 


To great Apollo, with his Laurel-Brow, 

Tho! he command me, will I never bow. 
What, they, but Phantoms of an idle Brain? 
They will not help us in the warbling Strain. | 
When in Romance Solotta you behold 

Upon the Dœina imag'd forth in Gold, 

The Splendor for her pleads, and ſays, Adore ; 


But I remove me diſtant from the Shore. 


In the dumb Show may Harlequins engage, 


May Andrews bring forth Mountebanks to Stage, 


Wich 
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Wich pleaſant Entertainment for a white, 
To make Mens Pockets empty with a Smile : 
But I, conform to Practices and Shapes? 
Not I indeed be any Jackanapes. 

A Man of Honour values not a Pin 

The growling Storms and Da he is in. 
Firm as a Mountain, ſteddy as a Rock, 


Fix'd on his Baſe, he ſtands the threatning Shock. 
The Mountains may remove, and Rocks give Place, 


The ſwelling Surges daſh him on the Face; 


But ſteddy on the Sea, firm on the Land, 


A Man of Honour ſtill maintains his Stand. 


Inſpire me, Honour, you are every thing, 
But Catia, you the Honour that I ſing, 
Deſcended from great Honour, ſuch as true, 
Conſpicuous in the Branch we all allow. 


Inſpire 
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Inſpire my Song, direct my wandring Line, 


You more to me than all the Number Nine. 


In Worth ſuperior much, and much in Song, 


» 
" 
* 
7 


A melting Voice, and the moſt charming Tongue: 
Without the Foibles of your feeble Sex, 
Calm in yourſelf, nor others will perplex. 


With Virtues ſuch as may high Birth adorn, 


Inſpiring mingling Virtues with you born. 5 
But I muſt not diſpleaſe you over much, 


The greateſt Worth ſtill claims the gentleſt Touch. 
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' HONOUR 


| T-:O 


5 


LETTER II. 


LL human Honour from the King deſcends, 


| 4 And is beſtouꝰd on well deſerving F riends. 
q Call not that Honour which the People give, 
; The empty Nothing for which many ſtrive. 


As filly Owls miſtake the Day tor Night, 
They cannot well diſtiaguith Black from White. 


B Unfully*, 
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Unſully'd Honour is a gallant Thing, 

And from a grand Original does ſpring 

On them that have advanc'd the Diadem, 

Have conquer'd Countries, or have gain'd Eſteem, 
By noble Wounds and Scars, or purple Blood, 
Or done great Service for the publick Good 

On Men of Learning, and illuſtrious Parts, 

For Science fam'd, and the ingenuous Arts, 


For Actions done, or great Exploits atchiev'd, 


From the Supreme their Honour is deriv'd ; 


From hence illuſtrious Families are known, 


And Coats of Arms in painted Scutcheons ſhown 3 


And from the Herald's Office you may claim 
The worthy Title, or conſpicuous Name; 


From hence the Griſius and the Lions come, 


The Royal Eagles of Imperial Rome; 


The 


** 
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The ſavage Goths pitcht on the ſavage Bear, 
The warlike Thracians on the God of War; 
But their D? Lis, converted Bon a Toad, 
Aſſuming France pretends the Gift of God. 
If you deſign for the conſpicuous Lord, 
With Merit you muſt join the noble Word; 
Bur if fit down content with common State, 
To be Plebeian, not afſe& the Great, : 


In wanton Pleaſure and obnoxious Sloth, 


Melt down the Time and ſpend your happy Youth. 


Miſ-name not Honour for ſome ſimple Blaze, 


But what is fixed on the ſolid Baſe, 


Exterior Splendor may affect your Eyes, 
A little ſhine, but in the Twinkle dies. 


The filly Herd may praiſe it for a Time, 


But inward Worth compounds the true Sublime, 
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LE TT E N III. 


HE ſimple Tribe, the filly Female Crew, 


Some of them hardly worth a * Cardecu; 


Becaule a little glariſh, ſomething fine, 


And in the Damask, or the Perſian, ſhine 


Becauſe 


* A Sort of French Coin worth 18 d. Sterling. 


Becauſe they have a handſome “ Juſtacore, 

The little Skits believe we muſt adore; N 

Not having one good Quality in them, 

To make them lovely, or to win Eſteem; 

For Velvet's all the Virtues that they have, 

The happy Man muſt be the Female's Slave. 

Thou decent Modeſty, be thou our Guide, 

Without the Affectation of their Pride: 

Muſt we bow down and worſhip vain Attire? 

The Tiſfues and their Taffeties admire? 

They may be ornamental to the Great, 

But not becoming them of low Eſtate. 

When we ſuperior to our Rank appear, 

We but diſgrace the Habit that we wear. 
External 


* A Woman's Jacket, 
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External Splendor ſtrikes the giddy Herd, 

But nothing by the happy Wiſe admir'd. 

The Fewi/h King when in his royal Robe, 

The People ſhouted forth and cry'd, The God! 

With ſuddain Admiration they were ſtruck, 

To ſce his Splendor and the Royal Look; 

The pictur'd Baby glitter'd in their Eyes, 

The golden Image bluſh'd the azure Skies. 

Thus ſhines the Jaſper and the Saphir Stone, 

So mighty Herod with full Luſtre ſhone. 

The rich Brocade, ſo lovely to the View, 

Was wrought with all the Art that Sidon knew; 
But all his Vices artfully conceal'd, 

And thro' the Glory and the Luſtre veiPd. 

You may ſerve up my Meat with pearly Shells, 


With faireſt Rubies ſet and nothing elle ; 


Should 


om 
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Should I be waited on with Moorifh Slaves, 


Have every thing that wanton Nature craves; 


With bowing Knees attending on my Nod, 


1 Should I be worſhipp'd as ſome Pagan God ; 
. If Jam but the Monſter of Mankind, 
| Devour'd with thouſand Tyrannies of Mind, 
What ſignifies this Splendor unto me? 

Us I am the wretched Slave, but you are free. 
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LETTER IE 


E all court Honour with a wiſhful Mind, 


Which from us flies like Sails before the 


\ (Wind; 
With eager Zeal and Earneltoeß we ſtrive, 


And when a- untinl moſt uneaſy We ; 
We Grandeur wiſh, bur REST not what it is, 


Purſue the empty Shade, and Subſtance miſs: 


For 
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For this we labour, and we ſtretch our Wit, 
But much diſguſted when we mils of it. 

The ſilly Humour over Man prelides, 

And rides in Tricmph like che ſwelling Tides 3 
Thus feveriſh Spirits in ſome Bodies reign, 
Diſturb the Fancy, and diſtract the Brain; 
Thus Pagans do their Homage to the Sun, 
The orient Idol they much dote upon; 


But when attractive, and molt luring ſeems, 


He does but ſcorch them with his burning Beams, 


The Way to Grandeur is the ſteepy Road, 
Aſcend the Capitol and worſhip God. 


You are miſtaken when you think it lies 


In luſcious Pleaſures, or in hateful Vice; 


The trueſt Pleaſure we on Earth can find, 


Is inward Peace, and a contented Mind. 


"> Put 
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Put on your Maik, be cover'd with your Veil, 
You cannot, if you would, your Crimes conceal; 


But are obſerv'd by penetrating Eyes, 


And rattling Tongues will publiſh your Diſguiſe. 
When Nero ript the tender Mother's Womb; 
For hateful Sight of what was once his Tomb, 
When he ſet 100 fing Nome in burning Flames, 


And charg'd the horrid Fact with Chriſtian Names; 


Tho? every Thing remote from common Sight, 
The Tyrant joining with a fond Delight; 
Could he prevent the Ballads and the Songs, 


And hinder People prattling with their Tongues ? 


Thi? we ſhould level Mountains with the Plains, 


And build fair Caſtles where great Næpiune reigns. 
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Adorn the Land, and beautify the Shore, 
With ſuch as ſtand upon the Banks of Loir; 
What 
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Miſcellany Poems. 19 
What is this Splendor, unto us, that fades, 


Since we muſt quickly to the Siygian Shades? 
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1 LETTER V, 

| OU are as great as any Man can be, 
Supreme at Land, and Sov'reign on the Sea z 
The Royal Sceptre, and the Flaming Sword, 


Is born before you by ſome noble Lord ; 
C-2 The 
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The never dying Sounds of pompous Train, 

With Acclamations loud proclaim your Reign 3, 

On downy Sophas Jolling at your Eaſe, 

The People bowing, you do what ye pleaſe, | 

Imperious Maſter of the little Globe, 

Created high Vicegerent of your God. 

All emblem'd to you by the pointing Hand, 

Stretch'd thro? the Cloud to ſhew your neh Com- 
mand. 

Is this the Portrait of a happy King, 

The lifeleſs Picture of a ſenſeleſs Thing ? 

Is this the lovely Image you admire; 

A filly Idol dreſs'd in vain Attire? 

Such is the Royal Grandeur which you claim, 

A ſounding Nothing, and an empty Name. 


1 What 
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What will this mighty Glitter you avail, 
When o'er the Sygian Ferry you mult fail? 
Will you bribe Pluto and fair Proſerpine 

With Hrian Purple, or the Indian Mine? 
Will the impartial Deſtinies be brib'd 

With filly Glitter and ignoble Pride? 

The vain Applaule of filly Sycophants 

Is only for themſelves, and outward Wants. 

In Number of your Friends you vainly truſt, 
Of empty Titles and your Splendors boaſt. 
Can they from your tormenting Conſcience ſave, 
Will ſpleadid Titles keep you from the Grave? 
Imagine Things ſhould take another Turn, 
By ſome unlucky Lot drawn from the Urn, 
And you ſhould tumble Som the Airy Sky, 
By ſome unhappy Caſt of luckleſs Die 

At 
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At ſuch a Time abandon'd by them all, 


Some, peradventure, joy to fee you fall. 


Wen Timon flouriſh'd, Timon was ador'd, 


Some calPd him Worſhipful, ſome noble Lord: 


Whatever Timon did was all approv'd, 

And thro? all Greece was bounteous Timon lov'd ; 
But when his Fortune ſunk, Demeſnes were ſold, 
All Money gone and ſpent, and no more Gold, 
None viſited nor knock'd at Timon's Door, 


They knew not Timon whom he fed before, 


4 


HONOUR 


Miſcellany Poems. 23 


' HONOUR 
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LETFTEXN& V 
HE Honour that is true lies in the Mind, 
: And in this narrow Circle feems conkn'd; 
. With miggling Virtue for its happy Mate, 


Lies not in ſplendid Pomp and grand Eſtate; 
Is not in Riches, which are fleeting Things, 


Nor in the pompous Majeſty of Kings ; 
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Conſiſts not in fine Dreſs and modiſh Shape, 


Becoming Monkey or ſome Guinea Ape 

Nor like Baſſira's Lion prides 1n Strength, 
Wich ſeemly Grandeur pawing out his Length; 
His little Jackal hunting every Day, 

To bring the Monarch ef the Wood his Prey. 
The Honour that your Anceſtry entails, 
Pertains not to you where their Virtue fails; 
You leſſen and degrade your Anceſtors, 

And forfeit all their noble Characters; 

You give your Scutcheons up, and Titles yield; 
Which your great Anceſtors with Luſtre held. 
If Rebel to your God and miſbehave, 

You are ſcarce equal to the Galley-Slave : 

May Virtue be your Guide and happy Guard, 


Which inward Comfort gives a ſure Reward ; 
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An upright Conſcience be your only Rule, 
And pilot forth the Veſſel of your Soul; 
Which paves the Way to your immortal Fame, 
Au fo you purchaſes the laſting Name; 
Rewarding well your Labour by your Gains, 
The greateſt Purchaſe for a little Pains. 

When Pagan Rome was in her higheſt Grace, 
She had the Chriſtian, not the Pagan Face; 
Her Clemency and other Virtues ſtrove, 

To make her Empreſs and her Empire love 
The Roman Eagles thro? all Countries flew, 
And with an eaſy Conqueſt did ſubdue; 

She had her Scipios and her Cæſars then, 

And many other mighty warlike Men: 

But ſunk in Vice, ind into Factions broke, 
This ga ve imperial Rome a mighty Shock: 
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She 
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he dwindled into nothing by Degrees, 


Juſt like her ſilly fudling Siſter Greece. 
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E all to Honour wiſhfully aſpire, 


To live in Pomp, and glitter in Attire 3 
Contending much to reach the towry Hill, 


And tyrannize with arbitrary Will, 


On 
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On Airy Fancies fond Ambition trys, 


S 2? 


But flutters with her Wings and cannot riſe; 


Some Accident or other ſpoils the Train, 

The Schemes we lay, the Whimſies of the Brain; 
But granting to the Summit we attain, 

We often tumble headlong on the Plain. 

Thus Sy/iphus hi: Stone did vex his Soul, 

Which downwards fell as he did upwards roll. 
But happy is the Man whom Virtue leads, 
And to his Honour by his Worth ſucceeds : 

A Worth which doth from heavenly Source derive, 
The other any Civil State can give. 

Some Civil Rights the Magiſtrate demands, 
They have the current Stamp of Royal Hans 
But this their outward Pomp and Splendor gone, 


The other riſes as the orient Sun. 


FI The 
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The Diamonds, by ſparkling Beams in Night, 
May be diſtinguiſh'd by their radaint Light; 
But the external Splendor and the Mode 


Not equals that which makes us like to God. 


Andronitus and Nero were as high 


As Height could carry, or their Thoughts could fly; 


In an imperious Splendor few ſo great, 

Their lilly ValJals bow ing at their Feet : 

As glaring Meteors painted through the Clouds, 
By Pagans worſhipp'd for immortal Gods; 

But when the People them for Tyrants knew, 
And they were painted forth to public View, 

By faichful Orators not to be brib'd, 

And Cenſors paſt their Judgment on their Pride, 
Their Luft, and Beſtial Acts, with much Surpriſe, 
And fairly open'd all the Peoples Eyes; by 

: Their 
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Miſcellany Poems. 29 
Their Guilt deſtroy'd whom Empire could not fave, 
And for a Throne found the ignoble Grave; 
The guilty one, to finiſh hateful Strife, 
Aſſum'd his Sword, and put an End to Life: 


And on the other the outrageous Crew, 


Much like a Tempeſt, or a Whirlwind flew. 
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HONOWUR 


SO 


. 


LETTER VIII. 


RUE to his Charge, and faithful to his 
Truſt, 
Eind to his Friend, in all his Actions juſt; 
The greateſt and the beſt of ancient Rome, 


Few equal, none ſuperior in Renown ; 


Stern” 
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Stern in Behaviour, with a gallant Mind, 

In one thing faulty, To himſelf unkind; 

To take away the Life which Cæſar ſpar'd, 

In other things with Cato none compar'd; 

Not any ie ſo wile, not one ſo good, 

The Senate lov'd him, and the People bow'd ; 
His Preſence reverend, honour'd in his Name, 
They all paid due Reſpe& where Cato came; 
From low Degree to a high Station roſe, 

And was a perfect Terror to his Foes 

By Pompey ſtanding in the Civil War, 

He for the publick Welfare did declare 

But when great Cæſar won the fatal Day, 

And conquer'd Rome at black Pharſalia, 

The Roman Hero would not be enſlav'd, 

And ſtabb'd himſelf whom Cæſar would have ſav'd 


Thus 
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Thus mighty Heroes muſt deſiſt to ſhine, 

Thus from their Grandeur greateſt States decline. 
What ſignifies this Honour which we boaſt, 
Which ſhines a little but is quickly loſt? 
Give me that Honour which is only true, 
And has the everlaſt ing State in view. | 

Lou of your ſplendid Pomp are vainly proud, 
But nice Diſtinctions never made one good; 
Lou in your Scarlet, or your Purple, ſhine, 
Without the Virtues of our Conſtantine: 
When high enthron'd in his imperial Seat, 
The Prince was humble, and-this made him great; 
With humble Looks, abaſh'd, refus'd the Praiſe 
Of every one that canted to his Face. 

Thus with great Splendor proud Caligula, 


In painted Veſſel plow'd the ſtormy Sea 
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He had his Portico's and Bagnio's there, 


His ſumptuous Dining-Rooms, with coſtly Fare ; 


The ſilken Sails with divers Colours ſhin'd, 


The Drums and Trumpets ſounded when he din'd; 
With Pearls the Poup was ſet and beautify'd, 


And grand, like Neptune, thro' the Sea did ride. 
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On the Right Honourable 


JOHN Earl of CRAwWwFOR D, 
And his VALO UR at the 


Battle of G ROT Z RA. 


E ſcended fiom a Family as go 


As Scotland hoaſls, and from right an- 


cient Blood: 

You are the Ornament of a'l your Race, 

The Splendor, and the Glory, and their Pruile. 
What Courage you have ſhewn, illuſtrious Scl! 


In future Ages will not be forgot; 


B42 When 
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When wicked Infidels came crowding on, 


With Horſe-tails mov'd, and Creſcents of the Moons 


With frightful Regiments of Foot and Horſe, 


In dreadful Numbers, and with mighty Force ; 


Wich proud Baſhaws, by Sultan's high Command, 


With flaming Scymiters in nervous Hand, 

In Hungar Plains againſt the Chriſtian Hoſt, 

At Groizka, when the fatal Day was loſt, 

You ſtood undaunted in the bloody Field, 
Withſtood their Fury, and diſdain'd 1 yield; 
Amidſt the Clouds of Smoke, when Bullets ſnowr'd, 
Amidſt loud Thunders, when dread Canons roat*d, 
You with a Courage like a Lindſay fought, 

Shun'd not the Enemy, but Danger fought ; 
Till crowding Numbers over- powering you, 


And fainting with your Wounds, you weary grew; 


When 
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When wounded much, and ready to be kill'd, 


Amids your Foes they forc'd you off the F ield. 


Who can the Hero blame, when he has done 


His beſt, in Battle, and is left alone: 


Whoſe noble Courage had fuſtain'd the Teſt, 


17 crowding Numbers of the Foe opprels'd, 


— 


Choak'd in his Blood, Wounds flaming in ole 
Brealt, 


Thus when the News came ſpreading through the 
Main, 

The diſma] News of noble Ca awrorD lain. 

When ſuch unhappy Tidings touch'd our Ears, 

How pallid were our Looks with ſudden Fears. 

How much did we ſuſpect the doubtful Truth, 


Believing we had loſt the warlike Youth ; 


Whoſe 


— a 


Such was the Courage of our Britiſb Lord, 
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Whole peerleſs Lofs would Britons nearly touch, 
The Loſs of one whom GEORGE affects ſo much : 


Which to his Country had much dearer been, 


Than if a Thouſand others nad been fliin, 
But Providence the Wounded much did ſave, 
And back again our noble CRAwTORD gave. 
But not without returning deadly Blows, 


And that with Juilice on his wicked Foes. 


He piſtol'd, or he cut them down with Sword: 2 
And had but others equal Courage ſhown, 


The Day, which fatal was, had been their own. 3 
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And his VALOUR ſhewn at the Taking 


é O F 


AVI be never Sycophant in Tongue, 


Nor celebrate with pimping, fawn- 


ing Song; 


No pharifaic 1 Temper ever mine, 
Bur all the Actions of wy Life divine; 
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With juſteſt Sentiments, devoid of Art, 

And Truth exulting, ſpring from open Heart; 
No worldly Gain corrupt or weigh me down, 
No dazling Splendor of a tottering Crown ; 

No arbitrary Will of Tyrant ſcare, 

Be Heaven my Aim, and Duty all my Care; 
May I look down with Pity and behold 

The worldly Miſer brooding on his Gold; 
With manly Courage, and kind Heaven my Guide, 
Cleave thro? the Billows, ſtem the raging Tide; 
Depreſſing Vice, to Virtue Temples raiſe, 

With equal Honour and her matchleſs Praiſe. 
The Sycophant is Demon in Diſguile, 

Tho? iceming Angel to deluded Eyes; 

To gaudy Rich and to the mighty Great, 

That live with Fineneſs in the pompous State; 


Te 


5 

8 
"0 
BE +] 
9 
$ 
12 


5 


1 
4 
* 
* 1 
HA 
».4 
8 7 
«x 
* 
65 
M$ 
3 be. 
- <4 
4 
9 
1-8 
3 
"8 
+ 
. 58 
8 
EM 
4 
$8 7) 
1 
1 
4 1 
* 
* 
« 


Miſcellany Poems. 


To Men of Honour on the higheſt Rank, 


And the Luxuriant on the ſunny Bank 


To the Magnifico's, whom all adore, 


'The Sultans of the Age with Tyran-power ; 


With large Attendants waiting on their Nods, 


(Thus filly Pagans bow to Idol-Gods) 


With formal Cringing may I never bow, 


But give due Honour, and to Cæſar Due. 


Ye happy Guardians of the ſacred Spring; 
May I of Virtue and Religion fing ; 
The Subject is not trifling nor prophane, 


Enrich my Fancy and exalt my Strain; 


41 


The Subject ſuch as you yourſelves would chooſe, 


The heavenly Subject well becomes a Mule ; 


E 7 Enough 
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But ſtands on Tip-toes in a virtuous Cauſe; 


Enough the comic Muſe has run us down, 
Spoil'd all our Morals, and debauch'd the Town: 


The Court with Operas and Maſquerades, 


Sent mournful Virtue to the ſilent Shades; 
Our Doctrines been corrupted with Divines, 
And from the Pulpit come ſeditious Lines; 1 
But {till ſome ſhining Virtues left behind, 
Some Conſtellations of the happy Kind : 


Of all the Virtues we are not bereft, 


But ſtill we have ſome good Examples left; 


* 


N16ELLUs pious, charitable, and good, 
Commandant, ſometimes, on the briny Flood, 


Remains unſung, but he refuſes Praiſe, 
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Deſerving Garlands of the greeneſt Bays, 
A Man of Honour values not Applauſe, 


The 
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The Poetaſters of inferior Worth, 

Diminiſh Praiſe and cannot ſci it forth; 
Superior Suojects only Hould be ſung 

By ſome ſuperior Genius, ſuch as Toung. 
How oft have | b=neid him bowing down, 
Wi ans Knees before the heavenly Throne! 
Wich ends lift up to yonder Paradiſe, 
The lace he aims at, and the only Prize, 
With all the Ardors of an heaven- born Mind, 
Such as we ſeldom fee, will hardly find; 
With ſuch Devotion I was mainly truck, 

My Sou! all Horror, and myſelf Rebuke, 
To be out-done and come ſo far behind, 


With Grief I languiſh'd, and with Envy pir'd; 


To view ſuch Fervour, and my Zeal fo faint, 


My lclf a Sinner, and in him all Saint. 


F 2 Some 
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Some little Spots are in the cleareſt Sun, 

And Droſs adheres to pureſt Metals run; 

But he's all ſpotleſs, for no Spot is ſeen, 


But what is common to the beſt of Men. 


Rome in Legends of happy Martyrs tells, 


And glories much of Saints in cloiſter'd Cells, 


But for Devotion regular and true, 


Muſt yield to him the verdant Palm as due. 
cel obuiled, 


The erterbzakec, pious Scipio, 


Would never to the Roman Senate go, 
Concern himſelf in no Affairs of State, 
At Council argue, nor in Court debate; 


Receive no formal Viſits from his Friends, 


in which ſome Grandeur of the Great depends; 


Aſſume the Purple, nor receive Commands, 


ha 


Nor march the Roman Troops to foreign Lands; 
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No worldly Buſineſs would ſet about, 
(Altho' a Heathen he was ſo devout) 
Before he in the Captitol appear'd, 

Done his Devotions, and the Gods rever'd; 
Believing, rightly, only good Succeſs 


Depended on the Gods, if they ſhould bleſs : 


Inſtructed thus, and by wiſe Nature taught, 


He for his Country and the Altars fought. 


Two ſpecial Things aggrand the Character, 
Religion and the noble Art of War; 
In cheſe two Things the Man that is complete, 
Is emminently Good and truely Great. 
In Africa much Glory Scipio gains, 
And our Nigellus on Iberia's Plains; 


In queſt of Honour on the ſ un- burnt Shoar, 


Commanded thither by the regal Power. 


When 
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When thro' the floating Kingdoms ſwift he flew, 


And Billows roll'd him, and the Tempeſts blew; 
Before Death's Engines in the Field of Blood, 
On vurning Sands Ng grun food. 
The Enemy, ſccure behind their Walls, 
Hail'd Showers of Bullets, thunder'd wich their 
Bulls 3 
Amids tie Smoke and Fire he dauntleſs ſtands, 
Intrepid animates the martia! Bands, 
Until will Wounds, of which ſome Mas emain, 
The happy Enfigns of a bliiiul Reign, 

He mournſul fell, and bowing down bis Head, 
Was reckon'd in the Number of the Dead. 
The mournful News to heavenly Regions fly, 


And all exclaim, N1GSELLUS mult not die. 


Forthwith 
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And bymn his great Redeemer with his Praiſe. 
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Forthwith commanded by the heavenly King, 
A Guard of Angels comes with ſpeedy Wing, 
And reſcues him from his approaching Death, 
When juſt expiring with a panting Breath. 
Defended thus by ſome moſt mighty Hand, 
As this was done for no ſiniſter End 
Where no Ingredient could Affection move, 
But certain Favour and the Height of Love. 
What Man would not admire ſuch Kindneſs frewn, 
And ſuch a one for his great Patron own. 
Defended thus with Worſhip ſuch as due, 

Wha would not to his great Redeemer bow? 
With Death encircPd amids Smoke and Fire, 
N1cELLvs wounded, ready to expire; 


Defended thus will worſhip all his Days, 


With 
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With richeſt Bleſſings may his Life be long, = 
Before he triumph in immortal Song; 


May it be late before he fit enthron'd, 


And with the Diadem of Glory crown'd - 


The beſt of Chriſtians, and the trueſt Friend, 
Whom none can love enouzh, and none too much 


commend. 
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To the Ricyur WorgnipreuL 


And WoRsSHIPFUL 


The Mayor, the Recorder, 
the Aldermen, the Sheriff, 
and the Common-Council, 


of the Town and County 
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NEWCASTLE upon TYNE, 
11 
SPANISH WAR 
Is moſt humbly Dedicated by 
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1 
HEN wicked Fanizaries diſap; 


prove 


Their Sultan's Life, the Sultan 


bribes their Love; 

Each Jackanapes muſt golden Purſes have, 

Thus the Grand Seignour's but the Subject's Slave: 
The Arab ſeizes on the Caravan, 


Tho' Arab be himſelf a Muſſelman; 
Unleſs 
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Unleſs he cuſtomary Tribute pay, 


The Arab makes the Caravan his Prey: 


Thus notwithſtanding all his mighty Boaſt, 


The haughty Man ſtands in a ſlipp'ry Poſt. 
Our Princes falling-out, the mighty Dons 


Decide their hot Diſputes with roaring Guns; 


Superior in themſelves to foreign Laws, 


Such dreadful Inſtruments muſt end the Cauſe, 


A Cauſe is now diſputed on the Main, 

Saint George for England, and Saint James for Spain; 
Saint Sabra that was once as nd a Maid 

As any Veſta] Rome has ever had, 

If Umpire choſe, would for oy Husband ſtand, 

And give her mighty George the upper- hand; 

Saint Andrew and Saint Patrick both decide, 

And firmly ſtand on mighty George's Side, 5 
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Fair Gallia boaſting of her Politicks, 


Of her great Fleury and his little Tricks; 


She truſting to her Numbers and her Wit, 
While pauſing on't may fall into the Pit. 


A bloody War at preſent is begun, 
And Britain or proud Spain mult be undone; 
Nigellus goes, and we expected both, 
I ſomething old, bur you a warlike Youth ; 
But with-the Mighty what do you and I, 


But bravely fight, or far more bravely die? 


Dear Bob, if any aim at my poor Pate, 
Be ſure to knock them down at any Rate; 
Such cruel Villains ſhould no Pity find, 
They are the great Deſtroyers of Mankind. 
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A civic Crown old Rome did once ordain, 
But they the mighty Honour to obtain, 
That freely ventur'd in che martial F jeld, 
And ſav'd a Denizen from being kill'd ; 

As great an Honour needs muſt you attend, 


Preſerving me, bold Briton, and your Friend. 
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UR VEx the Globe, and fail the Compaſs 


round, 

No Country like Great-Britain will be found, 

For Men undaunted in the Field of War, 

For Women fair as the bright Morning: Star; 

For Mountains and the ſweeteſt chryital Springs, 
For ſhady Groves, and Lawns, and other Things; 
"ET Where 
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Where ſteepy Hills from every Foe ſecure, 1 
Such Pentland is, or rather Penman- Maur; : 
The Valleys moſt delightful to be ſeen, 

Smooth as the Glaſs, or as our Bowling-Green : 
Such thine ſweet Murray, and fair Eſbam thine, 
With bleating Flocks of Sheep and lowing Kine; 
Where fertile Fields and fatning Paſtures are, 
And happy Swains live void of other Care; 

In Harveſt to the Scythe and Sickle bow, 

And in the Winter- Seaſon drive the Plow : 

Her floating Veſſels in deep Channels ride, 

The noble Rivers ſwell with foaming Pride, 

Lave the proud Bank and daſh the ſedgie Side. 


Of which among the chief is royal Thames, 
And you great Severn with your Silver Streams; 
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A happy People in a bliſsful Land, 


And with great Neptune on the Sea command; 


All Nations trembling to our Fleet bow down, 


And to our royal Flag an Homage own; 


No Tyrants reign but happy Monarchs rule, 
By Law they govern, we by Law controul; 
The Rich in Ermins dreſt do what they pleaſe, 
On Kitty Waichs feed and Solan Geeſe, 

The Tavern of Pontac is out of Date, 


And common Inns afford at cheaper Rate, 


Much better Liquor and more wholeſome Meat; 
On Ham and Chickens we at Hill's can dine 
Ten times as cheap, and have a richer Wine; 


Of fineſt Fowl and Veniſon we boaſt, 


On Beef and Mutton which they boil and roaſt, 


The common' People live at eaſy Coſt: 


B 2 Our 
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Our Britons live according to their Wiſh, 

They have the nobleſt Fowl and very beſt of Fiſh. 
Old Rome had Kings and Princes for their Gueſts, 
And for their Feaſts fetch*d Parrots from their Neſts; 


Their Entertainments were the rich Remains 


Of Peacocks Heads and pretty Parrots Brains; 
Ilortenſius was the firſt brought Parrots in, 
And many others copy'd after him: 


Great were the Dainties of the Roman Meal, 
But much inferior to our Eſſex Veal; 
For Nightingales they ranſack'd ſhady Groves, 


And from their Provinces brought Turtle-Doves ; 


They ſearch'd for Oftriches in ſinking Sands, 
And Phenicopters brought from diſtant Lands 
Luxurious were their Feaſts and ſomething odd, 
And the great Raman turn'd a Belly-God: 


The 
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The Godwits, Larks, and Thruſhes which we eat, 
Are much more wholeſome, and a better Meat; 
And the ſweet Welbers which from Norfolk come, 


Exceed by far the Dainties of old Rome. 
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N HE 


O greater Honour in the World can be, 


Then dying fighting on the Land or Sea; 


When for our Country or our King we die, 


We only on the Bed of Honour lie; 


How ſhall our Names in future Annals ſhine, 


When we our Lives for theſe dear Things reſign? 
When for our Country we ſubmit to Death, 

And for our Monarch give our parting Breath ? 
Come then, dear Ellrington, let us ſhake Hands, 


Since we muſt quickly viſit Spaniſh Lands; 
Ee ee It 
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It may be we ſhall never come again, 


And hungry Fiſhes eat us in the Main: 

I do not fear the Inquiſition's Rack, 
And we may both at Malaga drink Sack; 
Some handſome, wanton Nun may be our Lot, 
And not in wicked Dungeon die and rot. 
Great-Britain oftentimes has won the Day, 

And with great Courage chas'd the Rogues away; 


Oft Gallia beaten and her Kingdom won, 


And on the Sea Iberia been undone. 


Moſt noble Windjar is a valiant Man, 
Nigellus fights, Duke William leads the Van; 
Argyle remains, tho? he be ſomething old, 
And braveſt Lyndſey as ſome Lion bold; 

Sir F— will leave his Hunting on the Moors, 


The Ruſs will ſend us twenty thouſand Boors 5 
The 
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The Campbels join us with their Durks and Plads, 
And with Nigelius go brave fighting Lads; 
Scarce any thing remains for us to do, 

But plunder and man on the fighting Crew. 
What was it made the Macedonian Youth 

Run thro? tlie Eaſt and conquer on the South? 

Or fir'd ſo much great Ce/ar's manly Soul, 

And from the Jeſt fight down the Northern Pole? 
Immortal Fame and Honour was their Guide, 
True Valour unacquainted with much Pride 

To Foes ſubmitting they were truly brave, 

And gave back Kingdoms which they could not fave, 
Thus Rout! Kan ſubduing the Mogul, 

Show'd the true Hero with a noble Soul ; 

For when he ſaw the great Man kneeling down, 
He bid him riſe and take again his Crown. 
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T HE 


SPANISH WAR. 


= 


LETTER IV. 


HE Spaniard lives on Onions, Leaks, and 


Sprouts, 

On Olios, Sallads, and his poor Cibbouts 
We have bur little uſe and need of them, 

* Our Pairtes furniſh us with Curds and Cream; 


With Butter ſuch as Kings themſelves would chuſe, 


And better then what Hogan Mogans uſe 


We have ſome Cheeſe as good as Parmezan, 
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Which crowns the Feaſt of every Gentleman; 
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The clouted Milk comes from the ſtroaked Tat: 
Sweet as the fragrant Herbs the Cattle eat: 

They uſe poor Wines as four as Vinegar, 

And much inferior to our good Small. Beer; 
They drink themſelves the Dregs, and ſell the reſt, 
They take our Money and give us the beſt; 

We drink like Fiſhes, and we eat like Lords, 


And nought but Plenty crowns our ſumptuous 


Boards : 

They live like Tarts on Pilau or their Rice, 

In uſe with us, but much enrich'd with Spice; 

On reptile Snails they make their beſt Repaſts, 
At ſolemn Feſtivals or folemn Faſts; 

Preſerv'd with ſweeteſt Herbs for Lenten Store, 
By poor Capuchins in Eſcragmatore: 


We 
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We feed on good fat Beef and Mutton-Stakes, 
The Rich on Puffins, ernacles, and Clakes: 
In ſhady Groves we have our Nightingales, 
For Entertainments, Pheſants and our Quails ; 
Upon our Mountain Tops the quirring Cocks, 
The towring Eagles in the Clefts of Rocks; 
The gagling Wildgeeſe and the Hell-drakes fly 
From Sea to Sea, and wander thro' the Sky; 
Our Ponds and Rivers furniſh us with Fiſh, 
May ſerve the greateſt Monarch for a Diſh: 
We have a Kind of Dainties from a Mere, 
But hardly met wtth any other where, 
In-Jenanxder a Fiſh, the noble Charr, 
Exceeding other foreign Dainties far . 
In our great Rivers in our Seas and Bays, 
The nobleſt Fiſh, the Salmon jumps and plays; 
7 A 


And often kill ſuch Numbers in a Day, 
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A luſcious Morſel and a dainty Bit, 2 
But apt to ſurfeit with much eating it; 3 


Of which in Northern Seas ſuch Swarms abound, 


As in no other Country can be found, 
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The greateſt Dainty in the Univerſe, 
And for Diverſion hunted down with Spears; 
They come ſo near the Shore and ſandy Beach, p | 


The Men on Horſeback with their Spears can reach, 


They heap them upon Heaps like Stacks of Hay, 
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E Orange- Puddings have and Paſty-Pies, 


Two great Endearments for the Fool and 
Wiſe; 

With richeſt Sago Soups and Gelly Broths, 

Which nurſe the old Men, and enflame the Youths. 

The Turky-Cock, the Capon, and the Hen, 

Are Entertainments for our Gentlemen ; 

In Summer-time Curlieus are welcome Gueſts, 

The Plovers, Snipes, and Woodcocks grace our 
Feaſts; 

At 
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At every Tavern-Door, in every Street 

In London, Oyſters coming from Wainfleet 
The faireſt Lobſters to our Tables come, 

And ſhew their red Coats in the Dining- Room; 
We have our Mackrel- Boats with Loads of Fiſh, 
Which in their Seaſon is a dainty Diſh z 
The lirtle Fortune-tellers of the Spring, 
The Swallows coming joyful Tidings bring ; 
In Autumn they to warmer Afric go, 

And leave us to cold Winter and the Snow; 

But with ſwift Wing come fly ing o're the Main, 
And with themſelves bring pleaſant Spring again: 
We have indeed ſome wicked, graceleſs Fowls, 
Devouring Harriers and the uſeleſs Owls; 


But they in Number few may be allow'd, 


For others numberleſs and mighty good; 


With 
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| With which the Rich indulge at wanton Eaſe, 


Which mitred Heads and mighty Monarchs pleaſe; | 


We have Pomanders and the noble Quince, | 
|} 
| 

. — , 5 | | 
Fit for the Table of the greateſt Prince; | 
f We have our Muſcadines which we can ſhow, | 


And for the Pipin Kent does them out- do ; 


— —— — 
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The faireſt Cherry - Trees which arſt did come, 
And great Lucallys brought to ancient Rome: 


If they have Figs and Raiſins, ſo have we, | 


But wanting Sun, not ripe to that Degree; 
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In pleaſant Gardens we have rich Parterres, 


The faireſt Flowers in the Univerſe; 


Wich every Species of the nobleſt Plant, 


Which other Nations fetch from the Levant ; . 
On barren Mountains and the winding Shore, | 


Here the rich Geat, and there the precious Ore; 


Geat! 1 
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Geat! which by Ancients was accounted once 


The richeſt and the beſt of Precious Stones: 


In Bottom of our Seas the Coral grows, 
By Nature Shrub, but, as the Oſier, bows ; | 
But changing Element where it had Birth, 1 


And in the Air, and on another Earth, 


In Colour white, turns to the faireſt Reed, 
And no more like the Oſier bows its Head, 
Among our Rocks is found the Emery], 
Which cuts the Glaſs in Figures as we will; 
The Glaziers uſe it with the utmoſt Care, 
To cut their Glaſs in Diamond or Square; 
For every one ſhould underſtand his Part, 


And every Tradeſman know the Tradeſman's Art; 


The Derby Chryſtals, and the Briſtol Stones, 


Are almoſt equal to ſome Diamonds: 


Mi'ccliany Poems. 2g 


| In ſome great Rivers Muſcles come in view, 
Suck in the falling and the early Dew 3 

By which the precious Mother-Peatl 13 bred, 
With which the inmoſt Shell is overlaid; 
Which Country People gather on the Sinds, 
But truſt too much in Lapidarics Hinds; 
They have but little Money for their Pains, 


The Jewellers and others ſhare the greateſt Gains. 


26 Miscellany Poems. | 


r ͤ a Ee — 
_ * _ 


—— CT 
= Þ — - 


. — 
—— — ꝛů— — a—ͤ5õ⁵·̃!'-̃'(ß —ͤ—ö 2 — —Z—dw — — . 
— 2 * — 8 


e 


— 


— ey 


— — — 


. 


1 HE 


SPANISH WAR. 


—— ane ne 


- _————— 


L EX VI. 


iE ancient Pritons liv'd on Moſſy Cragg 


Their chief Delight in hunting noble 


Some in green Vallies dwelt in ſmoky Holes, 


Wich their keen Arrows fetch'd down wanc'ring 


Fowls ; 
Some with their Angle-Rod, their Tawms, and 1 


Hooks, b 
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Fiyd in the ſilver Streams and purling Brooks; 1 
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EET ala tea * 
Like Reuſbanks ſome lay on thei lather-Beds, 


And had no other Pillows for their Heads; 
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They lov'd to pitch the Bar, an 


And thought it Honour loſt to be out- done; 


Lov'd much the Sound of Trumpet and the Drum, 


And ſhouted when the joyful War begun; 


brac'd, 
And were not with much Luxury debas' 
By warlike Romans held in g 
And at the Siege of fair Zerujalem ; 


Y 


:orcile, 


Men made for War by manly E: 


PL nd 


In Diet ſober, temperate, and wile; 

Fed not on Cocks and Ca: ONS Hens anc Geele, 
But liv'd on Butter, ſweeteſt Milk, and Cheeſe; 
They Poultry ſed, but Pleaſure was their Aim, 


And kept the Fighting- Cock for noble Gare . 
| D 2 | They 
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They drank pure Water ſtreaming down the Rocks, 
And followed Lambkins with their bleatingFlocks : 
Jauch were our Anceſtors in Diys of Yore, 

Now alter'd much from what they were before! 
United Kingdoms and Dominions great, 

In diſtant Parts where we have fix'd a Seat ; 

The Empire of the Seas and other things, 

M.ke our dread Monaich greateſt of all Kings. 


Berween two warlike Nations no more Jarrs, 


(zreat Scotia joins us in cur foreign Wars; E 


Fair Edinburgh the Splendor of their Land, 


With our Auguſta. joins a loving Hand ; 


The high exalted Structures of that Town, 
Exceed for Glory all in Chrllendom ; | 
Where Swarms of mighty warlike People live, [ 
A3 Honey making Inſects in Beehive z 


The 
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The warlike Commons, and the noble States, 


Tii- Lords of S.fhons, and their Advocates : 


Our N.ighbour Gallia may ſtand in Aw, 
And proud Heria areas a diſtant Foe ; 

Can they prevent our ſailing on the Scas 

To do ourſclves fair Juſtice when we pleaſe? 
Gibrallar ours, well fortify'd and ſure, 


We have an eaſy Entrance at that Door ; 


And when we have a mind may them invade, 


Or with our Merchant-Ships drive on the richeſt 


Trade. 
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LETTER VII. 


E think no more of Women nor our 


Wives, 

The heavy Burden of our preſent Lives; 
When you and I go to the Spaniſb Wars, 

We are for lovely Wounds and noble Scars 
The Winding-Sieet with Honour in the Grave, 
Is better than to be a Woman's Slave: 

Your rich Porcella and my fair Boril, 


May lie alone, or take what Men they will; 
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The Sex was always Changeling in their Mind, 
N And fickle as the Weather or the Wind; 


They always have ſome Intereſt in view, 
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Some Booby that is rich, or ſparkiſh Beau; 
They love ſuch courting and ſo much entreating, 
And leave their better Loves for better eating: 
But you and 1, if once we come again, 


Shall then defpiſe them whom they now diſdain. 


The &paniſb Dounas love great Mars's Sons, 


And care not much for jealous pated Dons; f 


They ſpread their Faces with the Muſlin Veil, f 
And coup them up like Pris'ners in a Jail; | 
ö But Birds in Cages love their Liberty, ö 


And Women to be unconfin'd and free. 
Themiftocles attain'd the higheſt Rank, 
And got his Honour fighting on a Plank; 


He 
- 
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He burnt the Pe, an Fleet or drove away, 
At Salamis he won the glorious Day. 


 Nigellus always ready for the Seas, 


pleaſe;) 

Expects us both to bear him Company, 

No braver Man did ever ſi] tlie Sea; 

The brave Noribumbers wait to follow him, 
And with him freely venture Neck and Limb; 
Mgella, if ſhe pleaſe, at Home may tay, 

And for us and Nigellus faſt and pray. 

North- Britons with the Iſles and Orcades, 

Can raiſe a hundred thouſand when they pleaſe ; 
The rich Auguſta fifty thouſand more, 


Beſides ſome thouſands plying with the Oar: 


Our 


(When it ſhall mighty Gzorcz, the Monarch, 
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Our Honour and our Country are the Stakes, 


The mighty Don for want of Courage quakes ; 


He now begins to ſee we do not joke, 


Our Language Thundrings, Lightnings, aid a, 
dreadful Smoke; 

To gain the Land and Riches of Peru, 

And other Parts, he twenty Millions flew : 

We are not like poor Indians at their Nods, 


T hey took the Spaniſh Guns for Chriſtian Gods; 


Our dreadful Guns like Roman Bulls can roar, 


Can reach them on the Ocean, on the Shore, 
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AN Saragoſſa, where fair Eler runs, 

Or Madrid, where reſide their chiefeſt Dons, 
For Men of Honour and of high Renown, 
Compare with Edinburgh that noble Town? 
Where the great Burghers noble, ſtout, and brave, 
Deſerve the mighty Honour which they have; 
Are much eſtcem'd where ever they reſort, 
By every Prince in every foreign Court: 
Can Euler or their Rivers match the Firth, 
Which waſhes Fife and kindly viſits Leith? 
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Where 


Compar'd with Mindſor or fair Hampton: Ccurs? 
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Where floating Veſſels ſafe at Anchor ride, 


And with their Canvaſs Wings fly down the Tide, 
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Is their Z/curia!, where their Kings reſort, 
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Where mighty Princes of the Royal Line, 
Where ſweet Amelia and fair Caroline 


Retreat for Pleaſure to the cooler Groves, 


Or fit with Grandeur in ther rich Alcoves, 
But, fair Auguſta, what are they to you, ö 
To whom the greateſt Cities, Nations bow? 


Where all the Treaſures of the World unload, 


In floating Veſſels coming from Abroad; 


Where mighty GEOROE commands with noble 
Sway, 

And willing Subjects chearfully obey; 

E. 2 Where 


36 Miſcellany Poems. 


Where royal Thames her gentle Current pours 
Beneath rich Palaces and ſhady Bowers ; 
But ſometimes ſwelling threatens to invade 
The royal Edifice where Kings are laid 
With her proud Billows over-topping Shores, 
And like thy Caſcades, Schaffous loudly roars: 
The royal Thames, Auguſta's greateſt Pride, 
Which into two the Fair-one does divide 
On whoſe ſweet Surface the fair Barges row 
On ſolemn Days with grand magnific Show, 
With ſilken Streamers glittering in Sun Beams, 
And painted underneath her ſilver Streams, 
With ſo much Pomp as never has been ſeen, 
In Triumph led ſome King or royal Queen; 
Where free from needleſs ſuperſtitious Fears, 
The royal Swan in f. plendid Albs appears, 
TE Feeds. 
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Feeds on the Bank, or in the Sedge and Laves, 


Wich nimble Feet beneath the ſilver Waves; 
Smooths the proud Billows with her ſnowy Breaſt, 
Or high above exalts the noble Creſt, 

And ſeems with Pride her Empire to maintain, 


And on the lovely Thameſis to reign, 
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NE Morning Venus riſing from the Sea, 


And dandling little Cypid on her Knee, 
She buls'd the prattling Boy, and with a Smile, 
No more, /ays fbe, muſt Cyprus be our Iſle; 


No more the darling Object of our Love, 


a. 


Nor we have Pleaſure in the Paphian Grove; 


K 


Much fairer Albion is which ſtands behind 


A 


Yon candid Cliffs, and with the Sea is joyn'd. 


6 


You are, dear Child, no limping Yalcan's Lad, 


Lag 


No longer call the Simpleton your Dad 


The 


[ 
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The God of Day join'd me one Summer Morn, 


A 


And I conceiv'd of him, and you were born; 


Ln 


There mighty Mars did often me embrace, 

© From him the warlike Sons detive their Race; 

From us the Nymphs their noble Pedigree, 

But for their Beauty owe it all to me. 

© The Women here are greaſy, ugly Toads, 

Mien black as Devils, and unlike the Gods: 

© Britannia's Nymphs all ſplendid to be ſcen, 

And every one is fit to be a Queen; 

« There greateſt Beauties with moſt noble Port, 

Appear like Gnomes and Angels at the Court 

The Men and Women make a gallant Show, 

There is good Sport for Cupid and his Bow : 

Men ſmell of Brimſtone here of Sols burnt Race, 

„Like Jack with copper Noſe and ſcarlet Face; 
. 3 © The 
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The Women black, unſeemly to behold, 

« Unlike to me as Ore to precious Gold ; 

In Shape ſo comely, and in Form divinc, 

The beauteous Nymphs ate all mark'd out for 
mine ; 

In fair Ducapes, and rich Brocades of Gold, | 

© In Pinks and Purples lovely to behold ; 

With Pendents at their Ears and Precious Stones, 

Wich Margarits and coſtly Diamonds; 

« Carbuncles flaming on their auburn Locks; 

And Amethyſts from Elbiopian Rocks; 

* Moſt precious golden Chains and Lockets deck 

The lilly, ſnowy, and the ivory Neck; 

On their pinch'd Coifs and richeſt Tunicks ſeen, 

« Pale-looking Onyxes and S green; 
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In richeſt Collets of their amber Rings, 
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The Jaſper, Turquoiſe, and ſuch precious things: 
Such are the Nymphs and Ladies of the Sea, 

And which, my fair Britannia, dwell in thee 
Of whom I glory, and may well be proud, 
They are ſo ſplendid, all fo beautiful and good. 
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UR Men are valiant, and our Women 


fair, 

Nor Dons with them nor Dounas can compare; 
Their Men but Cowards, it compar'd with ours, 
The Women, to our Beauties, tawny Moors; 
Your fair Porcella, with bewitching Face, 
Exceeds the Gypſies of the Zewihh Race; 

But then Peril, molt lovely in her Crape, 


Excells for ſlender Waiſt and fineſt Shape; 
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My quondam, lovely Mrs. Gullivere, 


With Thouſands would out-vie a Counteſs there: 


We have ſome Coquets fain would Fortunes make, 
But little Tricks, at preſent, will not take. 
Nizella's mighty pious, Catia grave, 

I/hartona with 2 Leer NES every one BN Slaves 
Some fancy Bella for moſt beautiful, 

But certainly a kind and generous Soul; 

Kirſopa's kind, whom every one commands: 


For courteous Entertainment of her Friends; 


* with much Pride, but little Senſe, 


Would gladly of the Beauties one commence z 
Salmona has the ſweeteſt Frame of Mind, 

But truſts too much the Villains of our Kind 3 
Alicia, well deſerving, fain would wed, 

But thinks a Gentleman muſt warm her Bed; 
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F air Pancala, by Nature richly bleſt, 
For Beauty, Fortune, Youth, out- tops the reſt. 
Men unconcern'd with Jealouſy of Mind, 

Our Women take their Pleaſure unconfin'd ; 
They ſtrut with Silks and Sattins to the Park, 
With any loving Friend or handſome Spark ; 


They coach to Balls, to Plays, to Maiquerades, 


Without their watchful Spies and prattling 
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Did Donna thus, it would much Miſchief breed, 
And the poor Don would have an aking Head: 


But tho? our Women are not fo demure, 1 
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They are more virtuous then their tawny Moor; 
The other acts the Saint with much Diſguiſe, 


But it is only in her Husband's Eyes; 
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She out of Sight endeavours all ſhs can, 


To cheat the Husband, and to have her Man: 


By Nature and by Climate full of Luft, 


And he as much inclining to diſtruſt ; 

For which he ſhuts her cloſe in Upper-room, 
For fear ſhe play the Wanton with the Groom. 
Our Women, like the Ether, open, free, 


Nor do their Husbands ask them, pere go ye? 


Es) 


So beautiful they need no Patch nor Paint, 
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Such Virtue guards them, they need no Reſtraint; 
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In Entertainments moſt diſcreet and wiſe, 


Moſt graceful at our Feaſts, but not preciſe; 


Their Chaſtity defends them againſt Ill, 

The Men dare not preſume againſt their Will ; 
in Habit grand, and ſplendid to be ſeen, 

And —_ inferior to ſome foreign Queen 


| They 
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They dreſs in Crimſon Robes, with Velvet Shoes 
They ſoftly tread, but dazle him that views; 
Except ſome few, whom every where you find, 


The Patterns and the Glories of the Womankind. 
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At Hexham-Abbey. 
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LETTER I 
OULD wiſhful Peace but fairly be 


obtain'd, 
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Had not fo great a People been abus'd, 


oz 


2 
1 


e And not the Honour of our Coun- 


” 
7 


2 


try ſtain'd; 


i And honourable Amends fo oft refus'd ; 


5 Could we depend upon their faithleſs Word, 
25 Or any League Security afford; 
No ſober Man with Reaſon could prefer, 


To bliſsful Peace the deſolating War. 
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When the illuſtrious Nobles of our Land, 


When Vernon, Cheſbire's Glory, and her Chief, 


Atchieves ſuch things, ſuperior to Belief; 
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But when ſo warlike and ſo good a Prince, 


Is thus abus'd, and gives them no Offence 
When ſuch great Princes of the royal Blood, 


Will freely venture in a Cauſe ſo good 


Stand ready for the Foe with Sword in Hand ; 


Vernon! Great. Britain's Joy, the Dread of Spain," 


Whoſe Depredations he pays back again, 


By Conquelts on the Land, with Triumphs on the 
Main z 


When Ogle, Peddie, Men of good Renown, 

Have ventur'd freely for the Britiſʒh Crown; 

Of Danger fearleſs in their Country's Cauſe, 

Well worthy Honour and all Men's A pplauſe ; 
When 
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When my Nigellus ready is to die, 

By fighting for his Country, may not I 
Wich my Nigellus in the Ocran lie? 
In fuch a Cauſe to die is truly brave, 
Why ſhould a noble Briton be a Slave? 
By War no poorer, but we richer grow, | 
We bring Home Gold enough from Mexico; 
Enough for Tax, enough to live upon, 
Enough to treat our Friends when we come Home: 
Like Rabbits they will ſneak into their Holes, 

To Trenches creep like undermining Moles ; 

The fearful Creatures will not fight maintain ; 

But fly like Cowards thro? the floating Main; 

We Towns demoliſh, ſet their Ships on Flames, 


Or bring their ſhatter'd Veſſels to our Thames 3 _ 
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Our warlike Men will hew the Pygmies down, 
Or make them ſculk within ſome fenced Town: 
What ſignify their airy Gaſconades, 


The Feathers in their Caps and fine Cockades? 
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ittle tilting thing, ty'd with a Cord, 
Is not compar'd with our well-mounted Sword; 


Our Cutlaces ſtruek with a brawny Arm, 


Wil! make them drop as bombing Bees in Swarm, 


Enough of Peace: Too long we have been wrong'd, 


It is high time the Spaniard ſhould be bang'd. 


(io Britons boldly on, and win the Day, 

St. George for England, and King GeoRce for ay: 
We fight for I Jonour, and will Honour have, 

Or fink together in the wat'ry Grave; 


Which is more worthy of us then to loſe 


Religion and our Freedom by our Foes, 


TRE 
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THE 


SPANISH WAR. 


LETTER H. 


EGIN great Spain what long you have 


deſign'd, 


But know your Cobweb· Schemes have taken Wind; 


You Sweetners turn, and play your little Tricks, 
We underſtand you and your Politicks 

But know for certain, Britons will not yield, 

We ready are to meet you in the Field; 

Your triffling Schemes, concerted many Years, 
Take only Woodcocks, and prove uſeleſs Snares: 


— 
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No Nations under Heaven ſuch Stateſmen ſhow, 


Equal to Seneca or Corbulo: 


A Guelphian rules us, and as high by Birth 

As any Chriſtian Monarch upon Earth. 

Our Men look Death undaunted on the Face, 
They feed not on your Olios, Leaks, and Peaſe: 
Think you the ancient Britiſo Courage fails, 

Or your diſdainful Look with us avails? 

You move like Tortoiſes, and creep like Snails. 
Make ſudden Peace, before it be too long, 

Or we Reprizals make for every Wrong. 

What ſignify ragg'd Regiments like yours, 

| Scarce Shirts upon their Backs, and they but 
coarſe? 

Your Character is of the bloody Hue, 

But we to ſuch a People Pity ſhew; 

; With 
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With Pity mov'd towards ſuch little Elves, 


We ſeek to ſave you, unconcern'd ourſelves; 
Be reconcil'd, and Satis faction give, 


Or Blood for Blood, and Thouſands muſt not live; 


Your Secrets known and all your dark Deſigns, 


We blow you ſudden up with Countermines 
In Counſel flow, and flow to execute, 


The Figure of a Man, in Manners Brute 


. Aſpiring Thoughts to univerſal Rule, 


To domineer, inſult us, and controll, 

Such Things as theſe compound the Spaniſe Soul; 
But to your Pride we never ſhall ſubmit, 

It muſt be curb'd, and we ſhall humble it: 


With much ſuperior Numbers on your Side, 


Your Courage has been often fairly try'd; 
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But ſeldom have engag'd us without Loſs, 


Returning, as they ſay, by weeping Croſs; 


But do you think your Valour has encreas'd, 


Or has the ancient Britiſo Courage ceas'd ? 


Tho? we are much degenerate by Vice, 


Yet ſtill an over Match for Co wardice. 
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ROM the Sun's Riſing to the going down, 


Some live Dependents on the Spaniſh Crown; 


Dominions vaſtly large on every Side, 


In Length extended, and far ſpreading wide; 


Both Eaſt and Weſt, and thro” the diſtant Poles, 
They fay, there live whom this great Monarch 
rules; 


A Monarch not much glorious for his Deeds, 


But much renown'd for numb'ring of his Beads: 


H This 
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This Monkiſh King, ſome fawning Hypocrites, 
Some crafty Prieſts, and cunning Feſuits ; 


Some ſeeming Wits, and Counterfeits of Delph, 


Would fain perſwade to fight the Britiſh Guelph. 


Perſwade! quoth I, may he but once begin, 


But firft crave Abſolution of his Sin; 

Before he venture on the doubtful F ight, 

May his Confeſſor ſet his Conſcience ſtraight, 
No thinking Man, but of abandon'd Senſe, 
Pares Battle try againſt ſo great a Prince. 

The Briti/h King is one of mighty Power, 

The Conqueſt over him is not ſo ſure ; 

A warlike King, and brings into the Field, 
Much better Troops then ever Spain could yield. 


Are Cowards valiant? Dare the Fearful fight? 


Or can the F:hizpe make his Colour white? 
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The vain romantic Temper nicely hits, 

And ſuits this People, or ſuch Would- be- wits; 
Much for the cruel Temper they are known, 
But when you ſpeak of Valour, they have none. 


Now we hold forth the bloody Flag of War, 


All Spain muſt tremble at the Sight for fear; 
Will Spaniards fight? Are they of Cadmus Race? 
Turn'd ſudden Giants with a warlike Face : 
When Britons face them with the Perſian God, 
With roaring Guns they ſoon away will ſcud : 
On our Diviſions they too much depend, 

But when the War begins our Factions end; 
Our Difference with Diſſenters is but ſmall, 
But with the courteous Part 15 none at all ; 

But all unanimous will fight the Fce, 

And to her Sorrow Spain will find it fo ; 


H 2 Unleſs 
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Unleſs ſome wicked few, whoſe Principle 

To Superſtition leads, or to rebel. 

Let others live like Gruntlers in the Sty, 

As for my Part, I for my Country die; 

It never ſhall be ſaid of me, I leave 

My Church, my Country, or my King, deceive : 
Who would forſake ſo orthodox a Church, 

Or leave ſo great a Monarch in the Lurch? 

Go Britons boldly on, the Day's your own, 


Or die all Martyrs for the Britiſh Throne. 
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E hate a Villain, and we juſtly hate, 


But love the Man in whom is no Deceit; 
To be a Traytor is the worſt of things, 

But of all Traytors, Traytors to our Kings: 

Our Rebels grow, by ſad Experience, wiſe, 

They will no more be made a Sacrifice. 

When Trumpets ſound the Man of Honour warms, 
True Courage riſes at the Clank of Arms; 

May triffling Spain unite with Billy France, 

The one can ſwagger and the other dance 
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Tho? this can caper, that can vainly boaſt, 


Both have found Britons warlike to their Coft. 


Our County for the Seat of Honour held, 


Will never in the Day of Battle yield, 


Muſt claim the Van and Honour of the Field; 


Stout Gentlemen in brave Northumberland, 


They for the Monarch make a noble Stand; 


Nigellus Chief, a Perſon of Renown, 
With other true Supporters of the Crown; 


Fine Gentlemen attending when he goes, 


Superior much to what Tberia ſhows; 


Nigellus for his former Valour known, 


Nigellus dying will not die alone. 


Beſides what Warriors on the Mountains live, 


That thro' all Countries will their People drive; 
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All Thunder is the Anger of a Prince: 
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On any Ground, and underneath the Poles, 
On any Sea, or where the Ocean rolls; 

We fight them fairly, and die every Man, 
Before they ſay, we yield to ſilly Spain. 
When Princes diſagree, it is not Words 

That can decide the Matter but their Swords; 


No meddling with them but in their Defence, 


To interfere with Princes is not good, 
And Danger here was always underſtood : 
Thus the Bavarian Chronicle ſays, 
Corondorferns fond it in his Days: 

Thus lately Doxat found it over true, 
Alas! his good Intention would not do; 
The good Intention may do in the Prieſt, 


Not in the Warrior, tho! he do his beſt. 
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Kings mult be honour'd in their juſt Commands, 


And none but the unduteous Man withſtands ; 


But they that are the Inſtruments and Tools, 


Of wicked Tyrants, mult be errant Fools; 
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Thus ſuffer'd Piſo for Tiberius, 


His wicked Tool in pois'ning poor Germanicus. 4 
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HE fam'd Apollo, the celebrious 
Nine, 
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The firſt no God, the other not 
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divine; 


The ſilly Whimſies of our ſimple Bards, 


Their Supplement in vacancy of Words; 


Such painted Shades of things have never been, 


The Viſions of the Brain, the Dreams of Men: 1 
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All Fable, Fiction, cannot us inſpire, 
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And kindle in our Breaſt poetic Fire ; 


Without Invention, when they cannot ſpeak, 


Apoll and the Number Nine muſt ſqueak; 
But whiſtling Ducks in yonder bending Spray, 
In Jama's Land can ſing as well as they; 

The hoarſcit Accents from the worſt of Fowl, 
The croaking Raven and the hooting Ow], 
May plcaſe as well: Alas! we are milled, 
Depending on Apollo for our Head; 


In vain invoke the Muſes for a Song, 


 Chimmras that have pleas'd us over long 


To little Purpoſe we on Muſes call, 
Without ouriclves they cannot help at all. 
A Poet ſhould be victuouſly endow'd, 
Have ſome Ambition, not be over proud; 
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With Learning, Genius, and a happy Wit, 
And make his Numbers to the Subject fit; 
By Nature taught, devoid of heinous Crime, 
May flag ſometime as well as be ſublime; 
(With golden Colours Finches wing the Sky, 
But hungry pick their Meat and will not fly) 
The Subject ſhould be noble and the beſt, 
The Subject ſuch as will endure the Teſt: 
Nigella be my Theme of Aaron's Race, 

Her Soul all Beauty, Virtue in her Face; 
Has ſtill been friendly to the ſacred Tribe, 
And all their Needs her Charity ſupply'd. 


The Female Sex was in my * Manna ſung, 


Well worthy Satyr for their prattling Tongue; 


From 


* Mantua was tranſlated by the Author into EVgliſb Verſe, 
at London, in which was a Satyr againſt Women. 
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From this vile Scandal ſhe may them redeem, 
With awful Preſence does a Princeſs ſeem ; 
Wich bliisful Ann may well enough compare, 
But bliſsful Aun was never half ſo fair; 

Wich Ann of happy Memory may vie, 

With Ann already ſeated in the Sky, 

Whoſe Fame ſhall live, herſelf ſhall never die. 
Nigellus when Commandant on the Main, 

By royal Order coming Home again, 

From Jama's Land, where Citrons grow and Dates, 
And Limes, ſweet Oranges, and Pomegranates; 
Where tuneful Whiſtlers on the Cypreſs Trees, 
A thouſand N ightingales thro' Forreſts pleaſe; 
Tall Pines on Marble Mountains Arms extend, 


And with a kind Salute to Strangers bend; 


From 
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From this enchanting Iſland did he come, 


And brought the richeſt Prize, Nigetta, Home. 


Nigellus then was young and charming fair, ) | 

A tempting Fortune, and his Father's Heir, 

His Father's Darling, and his tender Care 

| By Nature mild, and virtuouſly inclin'd, 1 
And for high Office for the Court delign'd 3 1 
Of great Extract, for I his Father knew, | 

Who had a Fortune for his Son in view; | | 

But Cupid will be wicked Cupid ſtill, f 

And peerleſs Beauty lead us where ſhe will: [ 

I 

Nigella, Captive, made the Brave ſubmit | 

To dazling Beauty and ſurprizing Wit; i 

With awful Look, with heavenly pious Zeal, 1 

With her Demeanor ſhe behay'd fo well; | 
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He ſaw, he lov'd, ſne with ſuch Luſter ſhone, 
He for his Charmer could have left a Throne; 


In Hymen's Bonds at length the two unite, 


With mutual flaming Love, with true Delight: 


His Father's Love was loſt, but got a Wife, 


Which made the Hero happy all his Life; 


His Fortune loſt, but now they happy live, 


And may they long with Comfort me ſurvive z 


But when Death comes by unrelenting Fate, 
And they are ſummon'd to another State, 4 
By him that only knows our ſettl'd Doom, 


May they enjoy an everlaſting Crown. 
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When I grow weary and my Fancy dull, 

The Subject raiſes Raptures in my Soul; 

The God within, at mention of her Name, 
Foams all with Fury and an uncouth Flame; 
The Meeter ſmoother, and the Numbers fine, 
All tagg'd with Gems, and all a brilliant Line: 
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Gallanting Bards ſing mercenary "NY 

Fit for the ſcourging Houſe near filver TEQMES 3 
One bright Lucinda, this fair Celis cries, 

But far iuperior ſhe will bear the Prize 

The virtuous Fair-one, every way complete, 
Entirely Godd, and eminently Great; 

In rapid Verſe the Numbers flow at Will, 


When the fair Theme is Trial of our Skill; 


At other Times we cannot tell for what, 1 | 
The Scene reverſt, we grow exceeding flat; 
Not but the Faculties are ſtill the ſame, 

But there is ſome Enchantment in the Name; 
On rich 5 y and the Cedar Tree, 


Where the wing'd Tribe enjoy ſweet Liberty; ; 
Hizh on the waving Stems from gentle Breeze, 


From marble Mountains and the neighbour Scas; 


A 


Miſcellany Poems. 


A thouſand Whiſtlers ſweeteſt Muſic raiſe, 
Wich tuneful Airs they ting NMgella's Praiſe; 
Nizells! a moſt graceful, charming Word, 
Weil worthy Colly or ſome topping Bard; 

A thouſand times a thouſand Nightingales, 
Along the Foreſts and the flow'ry Dales, 

The limpid Rivers and the trickling Rills, 


D n 7 3 . 
Embroider'd Meads and Alabaſter Hills, 


The virtuous and the fair Nigella ſing, 

And make the Lawns, the Woods, and Foreſts ring 
Vith crowded Echoes winding round about, 

From Hill to Hill they take the obvious Rout 3 

The clefred Rocks receive the melting Sound, 

And all is trembling Airs on lilly Ground 

he gentle Turtles heavily complain, 


ella they mull never ice again; 


They 
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They all lament their great Protectreſs gone, 


From the fair Iſle to curſed Aion; 


To Abion that wicked wretched Ifle, 


Where there is nought but Treachery and Guile: 


Where Honeſty is but an empty Name, 
And he that is a Raſcal plays the ſureſt Game: 
Where Cuſtom makes it civil to be drunk, 


To keep a Mils, and have a pretty Punk: 


Where Bully and Gallant feaſt like a Lord, 


And filly Cuckold dares not ſay a Word; 

But drinks his Belly full and goes to Bed, 

And in a little time the Booby's dead ; 

Where Whores and Rogues make much the finer 
Show, 

And you among them mult be wicked too, 

Or elſe be thought uncivil and ill-bred, 


A formal Fool, an empty Loggerhead. 
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T always was, and is my native Pride, 

To have the Fair and Virtuous on my Side; 
From high to low we Bards are cunning Men, 
And always chooſe good Patrons for a Screen; 
The People elſe will hif us, being poor, 

Juſt as they drive a Beggar from hi Door; 


But 
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But when they hear of lovely Mira ſung, 

Like Waves oppreſſing Waves, a mighty Throng, 
Hangs on the Lip, and dwells upon the Tongue. 
All Faults conceaPd they cry, a mighty Bard! 

A heavenly Song! a Bleſſing every Word! 

His Verſe is ſmooth, his Numbers wond'rous fine, 
All Inſpiration ſeen in every Line, 

But Mira and Nigella are the ſame, 

For Mira only is another Name; 

Take which you will, but for the preſent Uſe, 
Let Mira be the Subject of my Muſe; 


Nigella is as much as Mira known, 
The Accidents are two, the Perſon one: 
I ſing of Mira then, but let you know, 


I mean Nigella, underſtand me fo: 


ä 2 5 


But 
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But ſome will ſay, Sir, the Attempt is high, 

You undertake with Icarus to fly; 

The thing is true, it cannot be deny'd, 

I told you once before it was my Pride; 

But ſince the Undertaking is begun, 

The Undertaking muſt be carry'd on: 

Thus Icarus, by his Ambition lead, I 

Regardleſs of what Miſchief would ſucceed 

Regardleſs of his Father's ſage Advice, 

Not to be too advent'rous thro? the Skies, 

Muſt needs, vain Youth, thro? the high Ether 
climb, 

Approach too near the Sun, and be ſublime; 

The ſolar Heat diſſolves his winged Frame, 

Drops into Seas, and gives the Seas his Name. 
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Exterior Splencor, Beauty thro' the whole, 

A beauteous Cover, and a heavenly Soul ; 

A flowing Charity to all that needs, 

She cloaths the Naked, and the Hungry feeds 
Whoſe unaffected Piety may move, 

And make us all Divines, and preach up heavenly 


Love. 
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E N 


AN does to Man ſuch hoſtile Nature bear, 


As fierceſt Tyger does to ſhaggy Bear; 
All would be Babel here without Divines, 


But we unmindful of their heavenly Lines; 


Were there no Duties on the Sabbath- day, 
We ſhould be worſe than ſavage Beaſts of Prey; 


Like bloody Caunibals we would devour, 


And eat up one another every Hour 
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The greater Force would Pet the weak ones down, 
Uſurping Tyrants wear the golden Crown : 
Thus greater Fiſh devour the little Fry, 

Vhile they to crag gry Rocks and Caverns ly, 
Or cloſe in ouzy Beds for Shelter lie 
Some Praiſe is therefore due to Preachers Pains, 
That help to bind the Tyrant, Man, in Chains; 
Ualeſs with nauſeous Crambe often ofer, 
They furviſt up dull Stoff from rotten Store; 
For ſuch Diſcour ſes, tho' of Labour full, 
Muſt make us fleep, but not affect the Soul 
A quaint Diſcourſe, not devious from the Text, 
With earneft Paſſions duly intermixt; 
Deliver'd gravely from a ſober Man, 


With all Aﬀe ction and What Leal he can; 


With 
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f good Books can teach, 
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But chiefle if his Converſation preach ; 


But more the Pattern which fair Mira ſets, 
Come, lovely Mira, lead me by the Hand 
And teach me where m y Soul ſhall ſafely ſand, 
And I ſhall follow, and obey Command: 
Diſcouries from the Pulpit well may pleaſe, 
But your Devotion riſes by Degrees; 

Till Extaſy becoming al a Flame; 

Ir kindles in a tender Breaſt the ſame: 

inen you are in the publick Toufe of Prayer, 
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Thus your fair Pattern to Devotion leads, 
As ſome ſhow theirs by telling of their Beads: 


Come then before Almighty let us bow, 


And as you worſhip I will worſhip too; 
Devotion ſuch as yours was never vain, 


But muſt the Kingdom and the Crown obtain, 


Ig 
5 
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ENV. 


A” ONG the Scandals of the Female Race, 
To ſay, no Beauty, is a great Diſgrace; 

And he's uncivil thought, and baſely bred, 

That calls not every Slattern, beauteous Maid ; 


Tho' Eggs and Sugar-Candy make the Waſh, 


With which ſhe cleans and makes a handſom Face, 

She mult be Goddeſs, Angel, every thing; 

(Thus Bards muſt whiltle as the Coblers ſing) 
Than 
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Than Cyprian Pens ſhe is much more fair, 

And Red or Yellow, her's a golden Hair: 

But Beauty often varies with the Coaſt, 

And deſpicable here, is there a Toaſt. 

On Ther's caryſial Streams the Sun-burat Beau 
Muſt have a Miſtreſs of the tawny Hue; 
Beneath Bzotes and the Artic Pole, 

Women all Bear can charm the Monſter? s Soul; 


But where the torrid Zone makes equal Hour, 


4 


The jetty Colour wins the lovely Moor; 
In every Clime, but in ſome diſtant Place, 
The Beauty varies and the nandiom Face: 
Some place great Beauty in a little Foot, 
But ſome leſs [queamich 3 in a ſordid Gut, 
Adair Pd and prais'd by imple HZettentot 


Some 
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Zome Fools are Captives made to ogling Eyes, 
But Virtue more engages all the Wile; 
Wich artful Pencil Beauty may be drawn, 


* A"! "EX 


In horrid Buff as well as coſtly Lawns 
Thaleſtris thus did Alexander win, . 
In dreadful Aſpect and a Monſter's Skin; 

By Philip's Son moſt courteouſly ſupply'd, 
With Favours ſought for as ſome lawful Bride; 
Such Courteſy was in the royal Breaſt, 

To the fair Charmer, as a Savage dreſt 

The Monarch much regretting when the Fair 
Was gone fo ſoon to take Gothlandiſb Air, 

In every Country, under every Sky, 

The Colour varies of the beautevus Dye; 


Here IL. lie pleaſe us and the crimſon Red, 


The Dark. the Swarthy there, the cheſnut Maid : 


M But 


90 


But Mira will be always beauteous found, 
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And paſs for Admirable in any Ground. 


LE TFT E R VI. 


N Thought a Monſter, Rebel to his God, 


The much aſſuming Creature, vainly proud 


The Tyrant of the great Creation, MA N, 
The laſt of Creatures when the World began; 
This Bubble, Shadow, Meteor, fading Flower, 


Reſplendent, now, To- morrow ſeen no more; 


This 
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This tranſient Thing, this worthleſs Nothing, Man, 
His whole Duration equal to a Span; 

The vile Compound of ſinful Duſt and Earth, 

A graceleſs Creature, and of little Worth; 

Of Beings next the Angels made the beſt, 

With Stamp divine, ſuperior to the reſt; 

By Diſobedience falling, proves the worſt, 
Condemn'd by Juſtice, and of God accurs'd Y 
Affecting to be God, loſt Paradiſe, 

Thrown down the Mount, ſunk to the dark Abyſs; 
With richeſt Bleſſings from his God ſupply'd, 
Vain-glorious of them, lifted up with Pride; 
Rebels againſt his God, his Duty, Blils, 

The worſt of Rebels and of Traytors 18. 

Some will be Infidels and ſingular, 


And the Diſciples of proud Lycifer, 
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Allowance royal for a Soldiers Pay. 


92 Miſcellany Poems. 


The Son of P/ammis thought his Kingdom ſure," 

The Son of P/ammas loſt it in an Hour, 

The Bow-ftring, ſtrangling, robs him of his 
Power. 

Uncertain things are not depended on, 

But every one adores the riſing Sun; 

Where's Julius now that many Kingdoms rul'd, 

And our own Harry with his Sails of Gold? 

With an imperial Perſon in his Train, 

To grace his Triumph, and to croſs the Main; 


A hundred Crowns allow'd him every Day, 


Where's Pompey now that many Kingdoms ſpoil'd, 


iis greateſt Friends in civil Wars embroil'd ? 


The Bedlam Man thro' mighty Kingdoms ra ves, 


Hain by 1:2rates, and bury'd by two Slaves. 


May 
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May not you often ſee the Great and Rich, 
In ſplendid Equipage, with Coach and Six, 

Unfortunate, and quickly cumbl'd down, | 4 
One without Mitre, that without a Crown ? q 
High Mountains firſt the Thunderer invades, 
He covers lower Valleys with their Shades; 
The Shrub eicapes, obedient to the Stroke, l 
While whirling Tempeſts rend the ſtubborn Oak. 
Ambitious Courtiers think the Vulgar Chaff, 


Us 


Bur when the Danger comes, che Vulgar's ſafe ; 


Tho? coarſe their Cloathing, tho' with ruſtic Fate, 1 
They live contented, and more healthy are, | 
; The humble and the condeſcending One, | 
H 
| Deſerves a Kingdom, and exalts the Throne: 1 
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Such Mira 1s, affable, courteous, kind, 
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Amids great Riches keeps the humble Mind; 


Amids 


gs 


n 9 


< —— — —— — —ä—ä—ꝓä̃ Oe — 7—ꝛÆßä᷑ñ 344222 be 0 ¶ 
. 


- 
5 hog = 4 


+ 
* 
EC 
F 
BD 
1 
4 
\ 
4 
1 
3 
74 
8 
o 
4 
3; 
* 
N 
* 
y. © ob 
% 
#1 
0 
. 
8 
2 
mu 
* 


> . 
8 Arai 
- 1 
_ —_ 
* ; 


<- 


— - > — —— — 
— Inc -vs 
> "* ©. =_ 5 - 8 * * 
=—_ = A 1 — 
— a — RI 
ma » — — — 
— is Mo — » 
— —— 

—— — — — 


— —— 
_————_— _—— 
— re a A VI 


94 Miſcellany Poems. 


Amids great Honours humbly condeſcends, 
To call the He] pleſs and the Poor her Friends; 
With worldly Bleſſings others vainly ſwell, 
But ſhe unalter'd, courteous, affable; 

Which muſt exalt one in high Station more, 


Than greateſt Grandeur and the higheſt Power. 


T © 
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Gyptian Kings rais'd Pyramids fo high, 


Their Pyramids ſeem'd equal with the Sky; 
Which Alas on gigantic Shoulders bears, 


Such Pyramids ſeem'd Standards to the Stars 1 
Fair Egypt's Pride, with great Magnificence, 
With Revenues of Kings and vaſt Expence; 
They built them for Encloſures of the Dead, | | 


In which the Mummies of their Kings were laid. } 


Vain 
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| Vain Oſtentation ! and a ſimple Blaze, 
ö | The People's Wonder, and the Stranger's Gaze; 
109 
| | A Tongue-talk Nothing, and an empty Sound, 
| | And not availing Kings when under Ground : | 
| | When we are ſenſeleſs Duſt, and breathleſs Clay, 
All muffled up in Night, remov'd from Day, | 
Can we hear Sounds, or ſee the pleaſant Sight, 
Joy in our Tombs, or Pyramids delight? | 
Things of another Kind ſhould pleaſe us here, | 
Of more extenſive Nature, higher Sphere: ; 
May we from Chriſtian Duty never ſtray, _ F 


May ſplendid Virtue pave the Diamond Way | 
The bappy Path that guards to Paradiſe, 
The Chriſtian Comfort with the richeſt Prize: 
The Chriftian ſhould be always doing Good, 
The Helpleſs aid, and give the Hungry Food : 
— ＋8 
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To ſee one indigent with Hunger pine, 

Without a Crum at Home whereon to dine; 

To ſee another rag'd, bowing, and old, 

With Hunger ſtarving, quivering with the Cold, 
Without Compaſſion and relenting Grief, 

And not adminiſter ſome ſmall Relief; 

To ſee ſuch Objects, which we ſoon may find, 

And not be piteous, charitable, and kind; 

To ſee a Veſſel ſ plitting the Sands, 

By Streſs of Weather, or for want of Hands; 

And not preſerve it if we can aſſiſt, 

Shows but inhumane Nature at the beſt. 

The Good, the Kind, the Gracious all commend, 

God, Saint, and Angel, every one their Friend; 

Good Chriſtian Paſtors all by Duty move, 

Not for a Favour, but in Chriſtian Love; 
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But high and low, in Station, every one, 
By Charity, it able, ſhould be known ; 

Of which the greateſt Pattern Mira is, 
For which ſuch Numbers of the People bliſs ; 
On humble Knees a thouſand Bleſſings give, 


Devoutly kneel and cry, Long, Mira, live. 
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O ME Genius gliding in my open View, 


In Atoms? Habit thro? the Atmos flew, 


And ruſtling ſounded, BACON be your Theme, 


When ſtarting as one from a frightful Dream,“ 
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I ſeem'd to anſwer, This was my Deſign ; 


Thus ſhe became the Subject of my Line: 
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[| | No Waff this was of ſome departing Friend, 


Not any Phantom, as I apprehend, 

Bur ſome good Demon that directs my Fate, 
F or Guardian-Angels always on us wait, 

They o'er the Actions of the Life preſide, 

They puſh us forwards, and to Virtue guide. 

I fcarce with Bru/us could maintain my Ground, 

When firſt I heard the unacquainted Sound; 
The pearly Dew dropt from my ſweaty Face, 

My rate Feet could ſcarce maintain their Place; 

Not every one like the great Brutus dares, 

Nor has ſuch Boldneſs when a Ghoſt appears. 

Ye happy Nymphs of the Caſtalian Spring, 

Aſſiſt me kindly while I Bacon ſing 3 


The Duty on me by my Genius laid, 


The Genius muſt be punctually obey'd; 


Some 


4 
2 
I 
+ 
5 
* 
WP 
* * 
7 
= : 
0 8 
P 
A 
* 
3 
4 16 
IT 
3 
3 4 
þ * i 
. : 
v 
4 «Fo 
. 
* 
N 
RR. 
* * 
* 
. 
o pa). 
a. * © 
18 
© 7 
+ 
\ 7 
5 8 
8 
1 
i 
. 
| 
N 51 
Wy 
2 © *, 1 
. . 
0-4 
I 
7 5 
2 
1 
* 
F; 
N 


Miſcellany Poems. Io 


Some firſt-rate Poets with a pregnant Wit, 
And Muſes only for the Subject fit: 

Bacon is lovely, and we all adore, 

As Summer fair, ſweet as the ſpicy Shoar; 


Which Mariners when they approach can tell, 


On Ocean ſailing, by the fragrant Smell: 8 
The Violet, the Caſſia, and the Myrrh, : 


In fragrant Odors cannot equal her; 
Heaven in her Aſpect, in her Look the Saint, 
A Stature juſt ſuch as they Venus paint; 

The fineſt Shape in plaineſt Habit ſeen, 


Superior to rich Silks and Bombazeen ; 


No evil Eye look on with baneful Breath, 


No Tongue calumniate on Pain of Death ! 
May Virtue guard her as it does adorn, 


But ſhe diſdain yourHate,and trample on yourScorn. 


In 
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In vain with coſtly Damaſks we diſguiſe, 
And think the Maſque will cover hateful Vice 


The Ground of Velvet with the Fringe of Gold, 
With filly Admiration we behold ; 

In vain we think to greaten by our Pride, 

When thro” the Mob we in Glaſs Chariee ride; 
Theſe outward Things may take with vulgar Eyes, 
But ſignily but little with the Wile. 
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ON MISS 


Friend, 

You are the F air-one l would recommend; 
Such virtuous Di poſitions of the Mind, 
We ſeldom meet with in the Womankind ; 
If Virtue, Youth, and Beauty can endear, 
You are as lovely as moſt charming fair ; 
Your frugal Temper nicely hits my Taſte, 


The Man is ruin'd if the Woman waſte 3 


7 
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'ERE I to chooſe a Miſtreſs for my 


She 
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She ſpends ſo much in Vanity and Pride, 


Which with the Indies cannot be ſupply'd; 


She gads Abroad, addicted much to Feaſts, 


And makes rich Entertainments for her Gueſts; | 


She muſt undo her Husband with the Charge; 
Unleſs his Income be immenſly large; 
But if the happy Partner of our Choice; 

With whom we mingle Sorrows, mingle Joys; 
Shall prove a careful and induſtrious Spouſe; 
Attend at Home, and manage well her Houſe; 


If ſhe ſhall prove indulgent to her Lord, 
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And ſpend no more than Husband can afford; 


Shall not be overſ paring, nor profuſe, 


But every Way ſhall Moderation uſe : 
If ſuch a Partner happen to one's Share, 
No greater Blefling than ſuch Women are - 


Unlike 


Jou uſe no artful Ways to be ador'd, 
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Unlike the wicked Women of our Town, 


You never draw ambitious Lovers on ; 


But always ſerious, punctual to your Word; 
You ſtand upon your Guard with lovely Truth, 
And bid Defiance to the rampant Youth ; 
With victuous Carriage and a ſober Mein, 
With Qualities that may adorn a Queen ; 

You every where a Reputation gain, 

But then, the mighty Task is to obtain; 

Not that you are inclin'd to be a Nun, 

The Sweets of Love thro” all our Natures run; 
But that you will not into Snares be led, 

Nor give us leave to ſay, you were betray'd : 


But if the Charmer of your Heart ſhall come, 


_ In vain ſhall you on Woman's Strength preſume z 


O When 
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When gentle Cupid wirh his golden Dart, 

Directly levell'd, ſhall transfix your Heart; 
You will not be too curious, nor preciſe, 

Your Love will ſhoot and ſparkle thro? the Eyes 
The thrilling Paſſion beat thro' throbbing Veins, 


And Symptoms ſhow themſelves in trembling Pains; 


Your Charmer every Way will lovely ſeem, 
You always ſpeak, you always of him dream ; 


Thus you muſt own ſome virtuous Paſſion true, 


When you ſhall love, and Cupid ſhall ſubdue. 


T-H-E 


* 
= 
% 

2 
3 
—— 
* 
Ny 
3 
je) 
N 
3 ON 
<5 

1 
WA 
54 
at > A 


Miſcellany Poems, 107 


1 HE : 


DOMINION of LOVE. 


To Mis DOLLY READ. 


TATIRA was a beauteous Maid like you, 
She conquer'd him that did the World ſubdue; 
She fer the Macedonian Youth a fire, 

Thus Hercules was ſerv'd by Deianire. 

Who can withſtand the Energy of Love ? 

Not Mars himſelf, nor, on Olympus, Fove ; 

It runs thro? every Species, every Race, 

And Monkeys love, and Monkeys will embrace, 
In Fairy Land the Nobles, as they tell, 

Go fee their Loves, and ride in Cochle- Shell; 
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In Coaches drawn by Humbirds they will ride, 
To ſee their Nymphs, but rather ſhow their Pride; 
Of old they had their Gambols every Spring, 
In our green Meadow capering in a Ring; 
But not ſo courteous, now, nor half ſo good, 
They dance their Galliards near the frozen Flood. 
Among the better Sort of Human-kind, 
Love is a gentle Paſſion of the Mind, 
The beft of Gifts which our frail Natures have, 
But ſtretch'd too far, the Man becomes a Slave. 
When Virtue mingles in the Lover's Breaſt, 
A certain Comfort and continual Feaſt ; 
At the firſt Onſet meeting with Diſdain, 

*he Palſion cools, and ſeldom warms again; 
But when encourag'd to a growing Flame, 
And diſappointed by the jilting Dame, 
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Grows mighty jealous, full of reſtleſs Fear, 


b Wild as a Tyger, rages like a Bear ; 


Such jealous Tempers many Times ariſe 


From empty Brain, and Shadows in the Skies; 


But whether true or bottom'd on a Lie, 
The Caie is hard it Innocents muſt die; 
But this alas! is oft the Lover's Cale, 


15 They cauſeleſs die to interrupt Diſgrace. 
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The Shoes with golden Lace, the handſom Mob, 
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TIBBY REED 


OME to the Patch and Paint their Beauty owe, 


The outward Habit and the pageant Shew ; 
In their external Dreſs ſeem beautiful, 

And may enſnare Wen thick and empty Skull; 
With coſtly Luteſtring, and ſuch vain Attire, 
Engage the Booby, or ſome Country Squire; 
The Busk of Silver in the ſnowy Breaſt, 

T he Velvet Cap with Peacock Feather dreſs'd ? 


The fine clock'd Stockings, and the ſcarlet Robe, 


The Velvet Hood, the Peck, the Damask Gown, 
Muſt make them paſs for Beauties of the Town ; 


The 
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The amber Necklace, and the painted Fan, 
Theſe are the Trifles that muſt captive Man. 
Of Things like theſe, which is extremely odd, 
They glory much, and are extremely proud ; 
Were they in plain and ſimple Nature ſeen, 
They would look vulgar, and appear but mean 3 
Unlike fair Venus in her golden Riſe, 
Or beauteous Eve in bliſsful Paradiſe: 
You in your Chints and Cotton look more fine, 
With greater Luſtre and more Beauty ſhine, 
Than they 1n coſtly Silks and richeſt Dreſs, 
A glaring Outſide, but their Beauty leſs ; ; 
They caſt a tawdry Luſtre in Brocade, 
Or purple Gown, but you a charming Maid: 
They lead ſome ſilly ſenſeleſs Block away, 
With coltly Sattin and their fine Array 3 

But 
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But ſo much Sweetneſs, ſuch the chain Face, 
Such every thing that may a Lover pleaſe ; 

So great your Modeſty, ſuch Innocence, 

As may become the Conſort of a Prince. 

But why ſhould I preſume to blaze you forth ? 
May ſome attempt it of ſuperior Worth; 

Your Lint-white Locks which wanton in the Air, 
Shew Venus kemb'd, but Venus not ſo fair 

The Role, the Lilly, in their beſt Array, 

The faireſt F lowers in the Month of May, 
Muſt not preſume, give you your Right and Due, 
To equal Beauty, or to rival you. 

Had much-fam'd Alexander you but ſeen, 

When he Slatira ſaw and made her Queen; 
Your Eyes had ſet the Hero Heart on Flame, 


And burnt the Image of that happy Dame, 
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HE Miſer that has more than he 


can ſpend, 


„ TS 


een 22 N >. os 
D S 
/ in nn ⅛ͤß d % IS . ; - 
Tan OR N we 1 r 2 4 > k p . 2 F 0 . ” * 8 * 9 * * : * n. * 
N e Og SE IN FI RT SO 5 3 1 C S. 2 a C 25 5 8 ; . ER — . WEN ** 4 N " 
Ck S NE 2. AA IA SO OW CES Be ny ets NOR ASTD SARS» * ' 8 5 £ "Iv - KS . 8 S.. 66 5 ” — 5 


7 
3 
* 34 
339 
9 . 
* 

I 


End 


Whoſe Mind ſtill hankers after wicked Pelf, 


And in the Midſt of Plenty ſtarves himſelf; 


To leave much Subſtance to his wanton Heirs, 


Which he is hoarding up with carping Cares; 


Pro- 
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Providing much, which he can hardly taſte, 


Himſelf half famiſh'd while ſome others waſte ; 


Is much like Tantalus with Thirſt undone, 


While under him the cool Refreſhments run; 


Like hungry Tantalus that cannot eat 


The wiſhful Viands, and the needful Meat; 
Can neither eat nor drink, but covets both, 
One at his Lips, the other at his Mouth : 
Such is the Miſer with his Coffers full, 

Is always needy with the Niggard's Soul; 

The Bleſſings that deſcend irom him above, 
Ceale to be Bleſſings, and a uſeleſs prove; 
Enjoys not what he has, and Covets more, 
And in the Midſt of Plenty always poor : 
Sure fuch as they dream of a long Abode, 


And little, or but ſeldom, think of Gop; 


Their 
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Their Fancies muſt be whimſical and ſtrange, 
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With little Expectation of their Change: 

As Fools and Madmen, thinking of long Stay, 

In Tabernadee of diſſolving Clay; | 

T hat they ſhall not be ſummon'd to the Dead, 

No other Scene of things be publick made 3 

But always ſhall continue as they are, 

In this poor owling Wilderneſs of Care; 

But all the Gold and Silver which they have, 
Will not one Day defend them from the Grave ; 

Grim Pluto and his Train will 906 be brib'd, 


Nor much regard the Mighty for their Pride, 


And all their Supplications be deny'd ; 
Old Charon will tranſport their naked Ghoſts 
Thro' $ tyx and Acheron to other Coaſts : 


Devour- 
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Deyouring Time will put an End to things, 
And cruel Death, which humbles greateſt Kings, 
Will on a ſudden come with winged Pace, 
And they muſt leave the tranſitory Place; 
No more behold the Sun, the Moon, and Stars, 
The rolling Orbits, and harmonious Spheres 
No more return to Children and their Wives, 
To be ſame Kind of Comfort in their Lives; 
But when the Threads of Deſtiny are ſpun, 
Another State of Life muſt be begun; 
And they to diſtant, unknown Manſions go, 
High up in Heaven, or to Hell below: 
Then dying Sinners come with trembling Limbs, 
And wiſh to be diſcarded from their Sins ; 
Then wicked Infidels ſhall Gop adore, | 
Whom they rejected and deſpis'd before; 

Then 
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Then they that boaſt the rich illuſtrious Line, 
And in their Robes of Gold and Silver ſhine, 
Shall wiſh that they had ever gracious been, 
And never ſuch a woful Day ha {cen ; 


But after Death Repentance finds no Room, 


3 And they muſt wait their everlaſting Doom. 
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Thouſand Times more ſwift than Bullets fly, 


My Thoughts can reach the Summits of 
the Sky ; * 
A thouſand thouſand Times more ſwift than they, 
Traverſe the Globe, and all the World ſurvey ; 
The Southern Seas, where the proud Billows roll, 
Great Charles's Wain, and all the Northern Pole; 
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The ſnowy Mountains of cold Zembla's Lands, 


Or where with flaming Sword Orion ſtands; 


Can round the Cape, the Table of the Fleece, 
And be converſant with the Fapeneſe. 

When with ſublimeſt Judgment Man diſputes, 
Muſt he be in the Number of the Brutes? 
When he Dominions governs, Kingdoms, States, 
Determines on high Points, and grand Debates, 
Muſt he be ſtupid Beaſt, ſome Porcupine, 

The Por poi Fiſh, or one of Neptune's Swine ? 
What are the Things wherein we Beaſts excel, 
The noble Faculties which in us dwel], 

Can they be Matter? No; for Matter muſt 
Turn to Corruption, and diſſolve to Duſt ; 
All Matter will forſake us in the Urn, 


And ſimple Matter never will return; 


2: 3 Unlels 
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Unleſs Almighty God from Duſt reſtore, 
And bring us back by his Almighty Power; 
Except ſome Chymiſt make the bold Attempt, 
But then the Image only muſt be faint, 

We think, we will, we underſtand, we rule, 
And ail are Arguments we have a Soul 
If things prove otherwiſe we mult be wrong, 


And all but Fable and romantic Song ; 


But God and an immortal Soul exiſt, 
The Wicked may deny it if they liſt; 
A God eternal, and for ever wiſe, 


And Min has ſuch a Soul as never dies; 


All Chriſtians with their Mouths profeſs ſo much, 


Excepting our good Chriſtian Neighbours Dutch 


They trading for their Gain thro? Indian Seas, 


Turn Turks, and In fidels, and Fapaneſe 
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But hug themſelves, and turn them off with Sham, 
And are good Chriſtians ſafe at Amſterdam. 
Demoſthenes, among the ancient Greeks, 


Of this great Article with Freedom ſpeaks ; 


With Demonſtration evidently true, 


In Words fuccin& as any Man can do; 


As great an Orator as any one, 


The Grecians ever had, excepting none 


That all the Grecians certainly were Fools, 

If they deny'd this Article of Souls; 

If for their Sufferings good Men ſhould not 1 
To their Rewards in ſome much better Home; 
If no Reward, ſays be, for Virtue here, 


God, always juſt, gives it ſome other where. 


INFL- 
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INFIDELITY. 


LETTER III. 


HEN Virtue is attack'd it is high time 


To ſcourg: the Guilty, and expoſe the 


Crime; 


When all that ſacred is comes in Diſpute, 

And the great Man degraded to a Brute; 

When Biſhops, Prieſts, and God's anointed Kings, 
And our chief Magiſtrates thought uſeleſs Things; 
When one pulls up Religion by the Roots, 
Another ſomething wiſer greatly doubts ; 

When ſome will Erie an immortal Soul, 


And Heaven and Hell are brought into the Scroll: 


Thus Vice like Wild- fire ſpreading thro? our Lands, 


Mu iſt we like Lubbers fit with folded Hands? 
And 
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And ſee Deſtruction like a Whirlwind come, 


As Nero fiddling ſaw a burning Rome. 
Muſt wicked Machiavel, the Florentine, 


Muſt Hobs, our Country man, in Honour ſhine, 


Muſt they corrupt our Taſte in Things divine? 
What would theſe Monſters of Mankind bring forth. 

How ſoon would they un-people all the Earth? 
What Miſchiefs, Reviens, Murders, would enjue, 
If all believ'd their Principles for true? 
If Perjuries were juſt, and Things like theſe, 

And all the Villains might do what they pleaſe. 


Is no Diſtinction nor a Difference had 


Betwixt intrinſic Good and what is Bad? 


Muſt nothing be accounted vile and baſe, 


And Worth and Honour be unworthy Praiſe ? 
Muſt 
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Muſt charming Virtue change its Name for Vice, 


And Lunaticks and Fools be only wiſe? 


What is their wicked Purpoſe and their Aim, 
What was the grand Original of their Frame, 


And did not God Almighty make the fame? 


Sprung you from Duſt, as Creatures from the 


Mud, 


As Flowers ſpring, or Bloſſoms from the Bud? 


What Man is he that can the Soul create, 
Or frame a comely Body for its Mate? 

Or comprehend one ſingle Spire of Graſs, 

Its Nature, how it grows, and what it was? 
What hot Diſputes about the ſpotted Moon, 
What Controverſies rite about the Sun? 

How do Men differ about Meteors, 


Concerning fixt and planetary Stars ? 


Con- 


Miſcellany Poems. 129 


Concerning rolling Tides, and what their Cauſe, 
What binds the Ocean in with gracious Laws? 
How are we puzzl'd about ſimple Forms, 

Of little Inſects, and the creeping Worms? 
What Scrutiny about a Butterfly, 

And little Atoms dancing thro? the Sky? 

And can we comprehend Almighty God, 

When ſuch ſmall Things are little underſtood? 
Or may we graſp immenſe Eternity, 


A Thing which cannot comprehended be? 


R THE 
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THE 


HEAVENLY STATE. 


EET TE KR 1V; 


1*S Happineſs to which we all pretend, 


ouch Happineſs as never has an End; 
To live with Comfort in a State of Reſt, 

To be from Troubles free, and always bleſt ; 
Which is, by Nature, printed in the Mind, 
But ſuch a Comfort where can Mortals find? 
The true Felicity remains above, 

All other Comforts die when we remove; 


The Bliſs tranſcendent which we ought to crave, 


I; only to be found beyond the Grave; 
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It is not in this fleeting State below, 

But in ſome other Scene where we muſt go; 

We labour for ic here with anxious Pain, 

We labour hard, but all our Labour vain; 
Heaven has the Happineſs which we deſire, 
That is the State to which we muſt aſpire; 

The laſting Recompence, the ſure Reward, 
Which for the Good and Righteous is prepar'd 
It is not found unleſs in that Abode, 

The happy Manſion of the bleſſed God; 
There we ſhall have the beatilic Sight, 

The circling Splendor of eternal Light ; 

We ſhall enjoy his Beauty with Surprize, 

When ſuch a heavenly Splendor ſtrikes our Eyes 


When we ſhall humbly vencrate and adore 


The awful Majeſty we are before: 


R 2 Then 
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Then, O! be joyful, be the happy Song, 

And Hymns and Praiſe for ever tip our Tongue; 
Then no more Sighs nor Tears run trickling down, 
But Springs of Joy and Gladneſs in their Room; 
When he ſhall ſet the Crown upon the Head, 

The Crown with Beams of Glory over-ſpread; 


And proſtrate on our Knees we clap our Hands, 


With Shouts of Joy, for keeping his Commands. 


Againſt all Senſe ſome filly Men believe 
That Pains are nothing, Sufferings will not grievez 
When they live eaſy, delicate, and full, 
They think no Hurt in Phalaris's Bull; 
But what they ſay is found a perfect Jeſt, 
Wen they come to abide the heavy Tet. 
Our Joys and Sorrows mix in muddy Streams, 


As Common-Shores run into ſilver Thames; 


In 
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In Heaven the Joy is perfect and ſerene, 
But in this World continual Troubles ſeen; 
Where Sorrows upon bitter Sorrows crowd, 
And mult oppreſs us with their heavy Load; 
But in a little Time we ſhall have Reſt, 


Be never troubl'd, never more oppreſt. 


TAME 


AG ZNO 2 YA 


THE 


FUTURE PUNISHMENT. 


EZ ETT ER: AY; 


HE wilful Sinner may do what he will, 


Uſe much Contrivance, and the utmoſt 
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With all the F 50 on which poor Man relies, 
With what Machinery he can deviſe; 
He is not able to out-wit his God, 
Nor fave himſelf from his vindictiye Rod; 
If he reſiſt, he at his Mercy lies, 
Fla ſh'd into Death, or by his Thunder dies: 
We may ſome petty Tyrant keep in Awe, 
Chain up by Force, or fetter by the Law; 
But ſuch a Being arm'd with ſo much Power, 


Who flaſhes Lightnings, and whoſe Thunders roar 


Whom Angels reverence, Dominions, Thrones, 
And at whoſe Nod the whole Creation groans; 
Can no Reſiſtance find by ſuch as we, 

And muſt be honour'd, or will righteous be; 
We may to Rocks and to the Mountains cry, 
They cannot hide us from his piercing Eye; 


The 
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You are but there a miſerable Wretch; 


In ſenſual Pleaſures live like gruntling Swine, 


n by f 
3 "EY » [ Wm . 
W F Bs 
3 r 
2 Eo 7 3 - I 
+. 4. |: 
4 wn * — : . 
4 g . — = 
i «OY * $ 
, 4 | © a 
. 1 


Miſcellany Poems. 133 ] 


The Mountains and the Rocks are in his Sight, 
The Darkneſs of their Caverns clear as Light; 
Where ſhall we go, or whether ſhall we run, 
When his high flaming Anger is begun? 

Then Exiles from our God, depriv'd of Bliſs, 
Sunk in the loweſt Pit, deep in Abyſs; 
We ſeek for Pity, but no more remains, 


But racking Tortures and eternal Pains. 


You may in Honour ſhine, or here be rich, 


Eat lovely Turtles, or drink coſtly Wine; 
But there no Water is tO cool your Tongues; 
Or quench the burning Fever in your Lungs.z 
The gnawing Worm with a continual Smart, 
Much like a Vulture preying on your Heart ; 


; , 


But 
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But that which aggravates the tragic Scene, 
And future Puniſhment of ſinful Men; 

Muſt be the Company of wicked Fiends, 

And ſuch a Puniſhment as never ends. 

Now you will think upon your diſmal State, 
But all your Sorrow will be over late - \ 
What would you give to live your Life again, 
To live to God and be releaſt from Pain? 

But all the happy Days are gone wherein, 

You might have been Repentant for your Sin 
Paſt as ſome Phantom, or a Vapour fled, 


And you confin'd for ever to your burning Bed, 
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To Madam DENTON at Hexham. 


EFTTER I. 


AN one be much in love with ſplendid Clay, 


And think it will be ſtill the golden Day? 
Not eye the Recompence which Virtue gains, 
The bliſsful Recompence which it obtains? 
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The Cape of Life runs narrow from the Shore, 
From which we launch, and ſhall return no more; 


The golden Out-ſide covers (ill y Sheep, 

But 1n a little Time we plow the Deep; 

The Mighty govern with deſpotic Rule, 

And Slaves obey and dare not much control ; 
For all ſuch mighty Grandeur, ſuch muſt have 
Their equal Portion in the humble Grave ; 

By Nature born of the corrupted Seed, 

On them diſſolv'd, the filly Worms muſt feed; 
How will they reliſh it in Houſe of Clay, 
When hid bun Light, and cover'd from the Day? 
Protracting Lie is what poor Man deſires, 
Not thinking on the everlaſting Fires ; 


Not on his God, not on the Things above, 


Which all the Virtuous and the Bliſsful love; 
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We have a precious Soul which never dies, 
But, the poor Carcaſe left, aſcends the Skies: 
The Truth the viſeſt Ide have confeſt, 

The Pagan Druid, and the Chriſtian Prieſt, 
And none deny but thro? baſe Intereſt: 

The precious Doctrine ſome would rob us of, 


The Libertines deride, and Atheiſts ſcoff; 
But mult ſtand firm as Albion's candid Rocks, 


Unmov*'d with Tempeſts, and abide all Shocks, 


Would you but have the comfortable Eaſe, 


The inward Comfort, << the bliſsful Peace 5 


The Comfort which the opright Conſcience gives, 


The greateſt Comfort of our preſent Lives. 


Would you have love and Friendſhip from the beſt, 


By all the Wiſe and Virtuous be careſt, \ 
And in the fature Generation bleſt ; | 


82 Tour 
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Your Duty to your great Creator done, 
Abſtain from Sin, and all the Wicked ſhun, 
When ſuch a Number of ſuch Sins obtains, 
As never has been ſcen in former Reigns; 
When fo much Riot and Exceſs abound, 


Such flagrant Crimes and Miſdemeanors found; 
Oppreſſion and Injuſtice every where, 

To wicked Mumps-hall down from Weſtminſter 3 
Wich racking Torments of the tortur'd Mind, 
What Hopes of Comfort will the Wicked find ? 
How lictle be eſteem'd among the Wile, 

But hateful as ſome Monſters in their Eyes, 


And in the Iſſue miſs the everlaſting Prize. 
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O F 


VIRTVE and PIET Y, and the 
great Care of our SOULS, 
and the Immortality of them. 


r 3 


EZTTE II. 


HALL we continue in the healthful Frame, 
& And always have the Luſtre of a Name 
When we lie level in the filthy Mould, 

Of what avail the Silver and the Gold? 

The Goid will canker, and the Silver ruſt; 
Such are the mighty Things wherein we truſt; 
The Splendor which we have will quickly die, 


And leave us in the Twinkling of an Eye: 


The < 
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The painted Nothings and the trifling Things, 
May have a little Glare in Lives of Kings 
But Virtue is the Guard which muſt defend, 
Which gives the Crown immortal in the End, 
Fine Fops muſt have their Chocolate in Bed, 
Thus Hogs in Sties are for the Shambles fed ; 
To Maſques, to Operas, the Cully ſtruts, 
Down to Groom-porters then again he trots; 
He ſnores all Day, patroles it in the Night, 
The Income waſted, and a beggar'd Knight: 
Such is the Way the Britiſh Gallants live, 

Are we the Culprits that muſt Honour give? 
Perpetual Upcaſts of the Britiſh Name, 

Inſtead of Honour, but Great. Britain's Shame; 
In coſtly Buildings and in vain Attire 

They make the People gape, and Fools admire : 


But 
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But Wiſdom treaſur'd in a virtuous Mind, 

Is much a greater Grace to Human- kind; 

In human Figure ſome are Monſters born, 

They Lethe drink, and think of no Return; 

Forget the Favours when they get their Ends, 

And never think of making ſome Amends: 

But fair Nigella 1 muſt not forget, 

And to wile Pancalus am much in debt; 

The Man forgetting Favours is to blame, 

It leſſens much, and tarniſhes his Fame; 

You heap up Riches, is not this abſurd? 

For one that ſtabs you after with a Sword; 

For wicked Daughter, or a graceleſs Son, 

By whom hereafter you will be undone. 

A mighty Monarch, as we have been told, 

Suckt deep his Subjects Blood, and ſav'd the Gold; 
In 


— 
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In Luxury deſign'd to ſpend his Days, 
But dy'd a Victim, and in foul Diſgrace; 


The People harraſt in Rebellion roſe, 


Who burnt himſelf to fave him from his Foes : 


And the fame Fortune others may abice, 


Thus liv'd a great 4/jrian King, thus dy'd, 


HE 
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. WIN 
THE 


Care of our SOULS and the 


Immortality of them. 


LETTER Al, 


Raverſe the Circuit of the Globe and ſhow, 
A Work ſo beautiful as Man below; 
The loftieſt Creature God Almighty made, 


Living within the ſolitary Shade; 


| Except when ſpotted with ſome heinous Crime, 
> He then turns Demon, that was ſo ſublime. 

WM | 

z 


F The mighty Seraphs hymn the God above, 


In ſweeteſt Notes and bliſsful Tunes of Love; 


1 In 
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In this low World Man is the Maſter-piece, 
Exalts his Majeſty with joyful Praiſe ; 
Of an angelic Form: The reſt look down, 
And all the grov'ling Creatures ſeem to frown ; 
The F aireſt of them, and the worſt of Shapes, 
Fair painted Creatures, and deformed Apes; 
With Malice and with Envy mov'd, repine, 
At Sight of Man, a Creature ſo divine! 
Our Bodies are not Things of laſting Worth, 
Ualeſs by Reſurrection they ſpring forth; 
The Sadducees would give a Reaſon why, 

© hey ſay, They rot, and muſt for ever die; 
Except ſome Monſters, whom we need not name, 
The Wiſeſt own the Souls immortal Frame ; 
By ſolid Reaſons, which muſt be allow'd, 


By Reaſons which are plain as well as good; 


By 
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By faireſt and the moſt convincing Proof, 


Such as the Soul of Man's capacious of; 

They prove, inclos'd in Bodies, we have Souls, 
Neglect ing which Men are the greateſt Fools: 
No Matter moves itſelf in any Form, 


Its the Almighty animates the Worm; 


It's God that governs and directs the Whole, 


And gives to mighty Man the living Soul; 

To Think, to Reaſon, Argue, and Diſpute, 
Are Properties of Man, and not the Brute; 
They prove the Subſtance, bur we net trace 
The Manner how, but wander in a Maze; 
Among great Numbers groſs Miſtakes have been, 
And blended with the Truth ſome Errors ſeen 1 
In ſuch a wretched Babel ſome may lie, 

And many be deceiv'd as well as I; 


: 2 | Bur 
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But when embark ing on the boundleſs Sea, 

We launch into the great Eternity, 

Things will clear up and be no Myſtery ; 

Then will the Righteous ſee whom they adore, 
When this frail Bark has left the fruitleſs Shore; 
And God will be their Comfort in the End, 


The only Comfort, and the greateſt Friend. 


FS 


— 
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IMMORTALITY 


S OUT 


LETTER IV. 


N God we live, exiſt, in him we move, 
The Univerſe is founded in his Love; 
In him, at preſent, if we take Delight, 
We hope to have the beatific Sight ; 
The virtuous and immortal Soul ſhall fly, 


And have its Habitation in the Sky; 


Where 
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Where free from Miſery, where free from Pain, ) 


With Saints and Angels and the heavenly Train, \ 


It ſhall for ever with bleſt God remain. 
Where is the Juſtice of the heavenly King, 
Or has his Juſtice fled and taken Wing? 

In vain to worſhip, and in vain adore, 

If here the Bleſſing, and there is no more; 
In vain to ſerve him and ſhow due Regard, 


If he no further than the World reward; 


How ſmall the Portion the Almighty gave, 


If this be all the Bleſſing we muſt have? 


Where is the Chance the ſublime Creature has, 
Muſt it be but the Burial of an Aſs? 


Die we like Beaſts, or as brute Creatures live, 


Crumbled to Duſt, and no Remains ſurvive? 


| 
/ 


He 
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He that from Nothing made a World like this, 
Can make a Soul, and give it laſting Bliſs 


With as much Eaſe give us immortal Souls, 


As build the World and its two diſtant Poles. 


Where's Greece? where ancient Greece? another 


Greece, 
Than we have now indulging ſoſteſt Eaſe : 
What all the preſent Greeks but perfect Sots, 


Indulge their wanton Eaſe and toſs their Pots? 


Where is the former Honour that they had? 
Their Caſe is now deplorable and ſad ; 

In T; urkiſh Bondage, and in Chains confin'd, 
Have Joſt the Courage of the ee Kind x 
Inſtead of being greatly learn'd, as once, 


The Grecian now a Numb-ſcull and a Dunce ; 


They 
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They formerly mov'd in the higheſt Sphere, 

Is Athens or Athenians what they were? 

But Socrates will live, {till Socrates, 

The Honour and great Ornament of Greece; 

The wiſeſt Man that ever Athens bred, 

That would have from their Superſtition freed ; 
Inſtructing them in the true God alone, 

And damning Pagan Gods of Wood and Stone; 
He prov'd their Souls would evermore abide, ) 
And in ſome bleſt or curled State reſide, 
For which great Truth the Martyr bravely dy'd.) 


HE 
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N every Creature is a Stamp divine, 


In every Feature and in every Line 


What thinking Man can this great Truth withſtand, 


And does not own a God Almighty's Hand? 


? J . 8 1 
SPEC : 


He muſt be ſurely Ideot that fees, 


And does not think. on this great Maſter- piece; 
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Beyond what any human Skill can ſhow, 

Or Nature with her faireſt Pencil draw; 

So exquiſite the Picture and fo fine, 

Thro? the Creation doth the Godhead ſhine ; 
What ſtupid Creature can deny ſo fair, 

A Picture drawn in ſuch a Character? 

In little Things it's drawn as well as great, 
So exquiſite the Picture and ſo neat ; 

In Minim ſmall and great Leviathan, 

As well as in the ſublime Creature Man 5 
The God is drawn eternal, juſt, and wiſe, 
And in fair Colours ſet before our Eyes; 

But Man for Beauty far excells the reſt, | 
(Excepting Angels) and is much the beſt ; | 
In Form angelic, and with Soul endu'd, 


Immortal Soul for worſhip of his God. 


Are 


Miſcellany Poems. 158 


Are. Heaven and Hell, great Articles of Faith, 
But Bug bear all, and what the Scripture ſaith, 
All filly Sham, unfit to be believ'd; 
The Prieſts but Craftſmen, and the World deceiy*d? 
Muſt we trult Azbeiſts and your Libertines, 
And not give Credit to more ſound Divines? 
Thus Caius ſaid, thus wicked Caius thought, 
But wiſer Cato better Doctrines taught; 
4 Cato knew better, and expos'd their Shame, 
| Set Things to Rights, and in a better Frame, { 
Cato the great and ever venerable Name. 
Our Souls and Bodies are two loving Friends, 
At Parting ſorrowful, when Friendſhip ends; 
The former flutter, doubrful where to go, 
Into a Land of Blifs, or endleſs Woe ; 
| 62 United 
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United Pleaſures in the earthly State, 

| | But now the Duſt maſt be the Body*s Fate; 

i But when together they ſhall meet again, 

And have their Portion with the bliſsful Train; 
Excepting God not one can comprehend, 


But both ſhall meet with Juſtice in the End, 


75 = N I 
ATE 8 N 


* * 
VO D * 
o ) — j 
** — 2 = » . — 
A. nec 7g e 
18 *$3:;7;01 » - 
* „ ! 1 2 15 * db 
2222 I 
? * 5 
41811 8 . 70 
JS 12156 * 3 "05 Cs 
2 4 J 
b 4 1 75 4 . — 222.0 ): 
- 4 # ay — > — —_—_ 
—— r 
* 


AE 


. 2 3 "aw" "A - — - => — Condit ©: 
NE EE OR 2 r 
F — 


228 — 
7 — 


— — 


92 — AAG — A 


—5 


' ARR c. AOPDOPTEIIFT: *5& a, 
— — . 


en £ N. 0 
75 mn <1 W NN 
11 — 2 


lii E 


— 64 


Shi ==. 
* BOM FAA SS SE AMY —— — 
- 


| THE 
IMMORTALITY 
| To Madam WIDbDRINOGTON. 


LETTER TIT 


OULD ever any equa] Adrian, 


That was ſo pious and ſo good a Man? 
Altho' a Heathen when he came to die, 


And had the Proſpect of Eternity; 


When 
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When the great Gulph was open to his Eyes, 


And lying on his Death- bed could not riſe, 


The Empire of the World could not remove, 
Nor tempt him from che Object of his Love; 
The Empire which he was to leave behind, ; 
No Pomp nor Glory of the worldly Kind ; 
The Saving of bis Soul was all Delight, 


When his Eternity was in his Sight : 
My Soul, ſays he, is hovering on my Lip, 
And I muſt for my bleſſed God equip; 


Prepare myſelf to reach the azure Skies, 
M bile on the burning Pile my Body fries. 


Such was the Faith, and thus did Adrian live, 


With Hopes of endleſs Comfort God would give ; 
Immoveable, and firm againſt the Shocks 


Of all Temptations as fair Abion's Rocks; 


Im- 
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Immoveable againſt the Fears of Death, 


He dy*d with Hopes of an immortal Wreath : | 
Thus Cæſar liv'd, thus greateſt Cæſar dy'd, ji 
1 
Stemm'd every Wave and every raging Tide; : 10 
Immoveable and firm againſt his Foes, 1 
And with great Courage gave them Overthrows, ö 
And not like Nero cruel and moroſe; | 


But with a cheerful Spirit, noble Soul, 
Did conquer wifely, and as wiſely rule; 
In Temper ſweet, and virtuouſly inclin'd, 
And like to Titus, Darling of Mankind : 
Such Cæſar was, affable, courteous, good, 


And never in the higheſt Fortune proud ; 


Religion was his Aim, this gave Succeſs, 
And for his Piety the Gods did bleſs. q 
Such | | 
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Such as they worſhipt in thoſe Days for Gods, 


* hs * N 


Poor Idols in the Fields and lonely Woods; 
f | Poor Gods of Wood, of Ivory, and Stone, 
And, in the Umbrage, the Eternal One; 


| [ Worſhipt departed Heros, ſuch as Jode, 


And Strumpets were the Objects of their Love: 


Such Venus, Flora, and ſome others were, 


But ſilly Strumpets tho' they might be fair. 


THE 


— — 
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ES REY A - 


T H E 


IMMORTALITY 


SOUL 


LETTER II. 


E Soul abſtracted from all Matter lies, 


Moves imperceptible in Sphere of Light, 
And is too ſubtle for our groſſer Sight; 
Unleſs it come in Vehicle of Air, 

But then the Sight is but exceeding rare: 


Þ.4 3 Some 


Not ſubject to the Sight of human Eyes; 


n 
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Some Sopbhs of great Authority maintain, 

And fix its Station in the ſpungy Brain; 

The Capital of Man, from whence he views 
The Foe approaching, and the Foe eichews 
Moſt fit where Sovereign Reaſon ſhould reſide, 
Becoming Guardian and our Sovereign Guide: 
But others place it in a humbler Part, 

And make its Situation in the Heart; 


Grand Reſervoir which pureſt Blood contains, Y 


In greater Plenty than in ſpungy Deans; 

Flows round the Veſſels, and drives down the! 
Veins; 

It may affright you with an elriſh Howl, 

The diſmal Omen of fome parting Soul; 

Sound thro? the winding Organ of the Ear, 


The Deaf may liſten and the Dumb can hear 
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The Being pure, an intellectual Mind, 
In Place extended, and ſome where confin'd ; 


But tho? the Soul a Spirit be allow'd, 


Souls are no Eſſence of eternal God; 


4 


A perfect Whimſy of ſome ſilly few, 

But wiſe and better Men will not allow. 
God only great and univerſal Soul, 

Spreads every where, diffuſes thro' the Whole. 


The marble Statue ought to eternize, 


And founding Prailes lift him to the Skies, 


That firſt found our the Circle of the Blood, 


So uſcful for us and the publick Good; 
For which all Nations ever ſhould proclaim, 1 
Great HaRvy worthy of illuſtrious Fame, ſ 
From all Eternity a God has been, | 


Thro' the Creation is his Picture ſeen ; 1 
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In every Atom, every Spire of Graſs, 

And whatſoever any Being has ; 

In every Thing is ſhown his mighty Power, 
Sprouts in the Root, and bloſſoms from the Flower, 


It's God that veils the Night and clears the Day, 


Diſpels our Fears, and drives our Cares away; 


And this is he we worſhip and adore, 


And ever wanting ever mult implore. 
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Are moſt humbly dedicated 


To the Right Worſhipful 


Sir EDWARD BLACKETT, Bar. 


By his moſt Humble 
Obedient Servant, 


Dr 
= 05 


On the Death yo a young Gen- 


tleman, in Imitation of the 


Paſtoral. 


To the Right Hon. my Lord Windſor. 


5 SS Y mournful Muſe in Sables clad ap- 


WF 


pear: rs, 


Denies all Comfort, and commands 


your Tears; 
The lovely Thyrſis, Glory of the Swains, 
Joy of the Nymphs, the Beauty of the Plains; 


Veritla's Dear has left our ſylvan Throng, 


And weeping Sylvia commands our Song 


Alas! 
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Alas! how can we ſing or touch the Lute, 
Or run with nimble Fingers on the Flute ; 
Whea lovely Thyr/is is not to be ſeen 

In ſhady Bower, or in flowery Green? 
Adieu, Yeritta! long adieu my Dear, 
Adieu, ſays he, my Lovely- one, my Fair ! 
Adieu, Anitia] I have found you kind, 
And Sylvia watchful with a tender Mind. 
Young Damon take my Flock, and you my Lute, 
And of Veritta took his laſt Salute; 

To fair Amitta cries he, do not grieve, 

And of his weeping Sylvia took his Leave: 
I fall not by my Foe thro? envious Strife, 


But my Phyſicians rob me of my Life“; 


* See Dr. Ratcliff*s Opinion of many Druggs in his Life, 
written; in which he tells us too many of them are pernicious 
to their Patients. 


They 
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They nouriſh my fond Hopes with ſenſeleſs Sham, 
And poiſon with thelr Druggs my inward Frame; 


Death for my blooming Youth no Pity feels, 


Tho? at his Altars many fair One kneels; 


My lovely Sylvia was ever kind, 
She for the Courts of Hymen me deſign'd; 


Prepar'd a Beauty of the faireſt Sort, 

Scarce ſuch a lovely one % all his Court 5 
Amaſt great Riches with indulgent Care, 

But as a Lily underneath the Share; 

Which ſhines with Luſtre in the fallow Field, 
Is by the ſtupid cruel Coulter kill'd : 

Thus muſt I drop into the filent Grave, 

And loſe the Life which my dear Sylvia gave. 
What profit Riches, or fair Hymen's Bed, 


Since in a little Time I muſt be dead? 


Adieu, 


172 Miſcellany Poems. 


Adieu, ye ſilent Shades, ye pleaſant Groves, 


Adieu, ye darkſom Grotts which Cupid loves: 
Adieu, ye fading Pleaſures which attend, 
On which the Mighty, Wiſe, and Great depend; 


Adieu, ye tranſitory Pleaſures here, 


I go to Heaven, and nope for laſting there, 


Thus lovely Thyrſi fell in youthful Bloom, 


By his unbappy Fate and cruel Doom. 
Toyrſis and Damon were a happy Pair, 


Thyrſis was kind and lovely, Damon fair ; 


Both of them Sy{via lov'd with equal Flame, 
But lovely Thyrſis was of tender Frame 
Death incxorable by any Means, 


Nat to be brib'd, nor ſparing neareſt Friends; 


That will not be prevail'd on by our Tears, 


Corrupted by our Gifts, nor mov'd by Prayers; 


Took 


Miſcellany Poems. 173 


Took Thyrſis hence, and ſnatcht him from the 
Woods, 

The Joy of Sylvans, and of Rural Gods ; 
The Joy of all, but moſt to Sylvia dear, 
To lovely Sylvia, to Damon fair : 
In an unhappy Hour from Sylvia torn, 
Whom youthful Damon and fair Sylvia mourn, 
But Mourning will not do, all Weeping vain, 
The leh Thyrſis will not come again; 
To diſtant Fields, to happy Groves remov'd, 
To cooler Shades, and which our Thyrfis lov'd. 
Weep all ye Groves, and mourn your Thyr/is gone, 
Deplore his Abſence, and the Loſs bemoan; 
Deplore him every Shepherd, every Maid, 
To happier Shades the lovely Thyr/is fled. 
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In vain ye mourn, in vain the Loſs deplore, 


Your lovely 7% you ſhall fee no more. 
How comely did he trip beyond the reſt, 


And on the tuneful Flute he play'd the beſt ; 
But now no more he treads the flowery Plains, 
Nor plays delightſul Jigs with other Swains. 
Beneath fair Eglantine when Thyrſis lay, 

Art Rural wakes when we kept Holy-day ; 

Or underneath the Elm and ſpreading Oak, 
How beautiful in Green did Thyr/is look 

But _ no more is lovely Thyr/zs ſeen, 

In ſhady Groves, or in the flowery Green; 
No more on Mountain Tops or Dales below, 
To drive the Hind, or chaſe the nimble Doe; 
it he among the Sylvans ſar but down, 


inſhady Bower from the all-ſcorching Sun; 


W 
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In cooling Shade beſet with Jeſſamine, 

Or reacht ſome Cluſter of the noble Vine; 
Tre Nymphs with Admiration him beheld, 
And gave him faireſt Garlands of the Field. 
Weep all ye Nymphs, for Thyr/is is no more, 
Weep all ye Nymphs, and Damon now adore 


The Primroſe, Violet, the Daffodil, 


'The Flowers grow ing underneath 1 yon Hill; 


You ſee, young Damon, in the Fields below, 
How fair the Bloſſoms, and how fine the Show: i 

he purple Hyacinth and Cowſlip vields 
A grateful Odor in the hither Fields; ; 


Licre lovely %% %s ſpent his vacant Hours, | 


RR baits 0 


And took Delight in gathering of the Flow'ts 1 


** 


This Lime he planted, that fait Elm below, 


— 


This pleaſant Raſp whereon ſweet Berries grow, 


1 With 
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With lily Hands in yon fair riſing Banks, 
He planted lovely Pines in comely Ranks; 
Beneath the Myrtle Tree, which Venus loves, 
He often pip'd, delighting in the Groves; 


But never more will pipe, nor ſit beneath, 


Remov'd far from us by the Hands of Death. 
We heat of one, the Husband of a Wife, 
With melting Notes could bring the Dead to life; 
The Thracian Bard, the Servant of has Nine, 
Could ſipg fo well he charm'd fair Proſerpine, 
The Siygian Majeſty and all his Train, 

And brought Euridice to Life again: 

But this, you ſay, is only a Legend, 

Yet this no Fable, we have loſt a Friend; 
No more mall fee him, never fee his Face, 
Muſt never ſee him, never in this Place: 


We 
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We may corrupt the Judges of the Land, 
But Death refuſes any Bribe in Hand; 

We may corrupt great Miniſters of State, 
But no prevailing with grim Death and Fate. 
We pip'd, we play'd, we whiſtled, and we ſung, 
The Rocks and Vallies with our Muſic rung; 
But now no more together pipe nor play, 

Nor dance nor keep the joyful Holy-day. 

Weep, Damon, weep, and mingle Tears with me, 
For we mult never lovely T ſee 

His Eyes are clos'd in everlaſting Night, 
Will never ſee the comfortable Light: 

No Phebus viſit him with golden Ray, 
Bchoid him mulled up in mouldering Clay; 
But write this Epitaph upon his Tomb, 


Here lies much beauty in a liltle Room 
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The Paltern of all Probity and Truth, 

I/hom Death fuatcht from us in his blooming Youth. 
The Sun goes down and dies into the Weſt, 

But lives again and riſes in the Eaſt; | 

With Ray repeated every Morning ſhines, 

Tho' in the duſky Evening he declines ; 

The Shepherd tir'd with watching of his Flock, 

Lies on the Dew, or nodding on a Rock; 

On tender Graſs bows down his weary Head, 

But freſher riſes from his moſſy Bed: 

But we ſhall never Thyr/7s ſee again, 

Pipe on the Hill, or whiſtle on the Plain ; 

= Tho' we ſhould weep large Ciſterns from our Eyes, 

Tho? we ſhould od the Rocks with mournfulCries, 

Weep all ye 8 Groves, weep leafy Woods, 

Mourn ail ye fiſhy Streams, mourn chryſtal Flodds ; 


Weep 
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Weep every pleaſant Valley, every Hill, 

Ye bleating Flocks that wander at your Will; 
No more will Thyrſis drive ye to the Brook, 

No more defend you with his Shepherd's Crook, 
From prowling Wolf, or the devouring Beaſt, 
That preys upon you ranging thro' the Waſte : 
Mourn all ye happy Nymphs that have beheld 
The once dear Thyr/is in the flowery F ield; 

The once dear Thyrfis you ſhall ſee no more, 
Beneath the Myrtle fit, or ſhady Bower : 
Thyrſis was lovely, he was your delight, 

His Eyes are ſhut in everlaſting Night; 

Him Sylvia mourns, but Mourning does no god, 
The Fate of Thyr/is could not be vithiood 5 - 
Young Damon mourns, but all this Mourning Vain, 
It will not bring us back the lovely Swain? 


Weep. 
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Weep all ye Sylvans, forth an Ocean pour 
Of briny Tears, weep every fragrant Flower; 
Ye Lupines which with lily Hands he ſet, 


You Scarlet-likeneſs, you blue Violet; 


You Flower of the Sun whoſe Luſtre ſhines, 


Superior much to the fair Eglatines ; 

Weep every one, ſo lovely to behold, 

Down from the Roſe to the fair Marygold. 
The lovely Pjittacus, demurely grave, 

Like ſome fair Indian Prince, or royal Slave, 

Suſpended in his coſtly Cage of Wire, 

Peeps thro? bis Prifor and does much admire 

The mournful Silence of the Dining-Room, 


And that his lovely Maſter does not come; 


By lily Hand accuſtom'd to be fed, 


With milky Sop and the beſt wheaten Bread: 


Alas! 
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Alas! the great Misfortune of the Day; 

Thy Maſter will not come, ſweet Poppinyay 3 

No more will feed thee with a lily Hand, 

Remov'd far from us to another Land; 

Lies cold and naked in his duſty Urn; 

Will never more to P/ittacus return; 

No more grow pleaſant wrih thy lovely Sight, 

No more thou prattle with a fond r a ; 

No more regal'd by him with choiceſt Meat, 

Thou alamort muſt die becauſe thou wilt not eat: 

Thou once waſt lovely, beautiful, and fair, 

The Feathers gone now all thy Breaſt is bare. 

Weep wing' d Muſicians of the lonely Wood. 

Wich mournful Accents, ſuch beſt underſtood ; 

With hoarſeſt Accents ſuch as Sorrow ſpeak, 

No melting Tunes, but Tears olide down the Cheek. 
8 Aa: Weep 
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Weep every Beauty of the pleaſant Field, 

Which once the fair and blooming Youth beheld x 
The Means were us'd, but all the Medicines fai}, 
No Eſculapius can here prevail; 

He bids farewel to Sun, the Moon, and Stars, 
But in a better Himiſphere appears; 

Sets in a Calm, juſt as a Summer's Sun, 

His Life was virtuous, but his Courſe is run; 
Without Hypocriſy, Deceit or Paint, 


The trueſt Pattern of a perfect Saint. 
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Handſome COU P LE. 
Or the Beautiful 
PaxcaLvus and fair PANc ALA. 


By Way of EPITHALAMIUM. 


To the Right Hon. my Lord Dunkerron. 
HE Harmony and Muſic of the Spheres, | 
. EP Symphony of the great Univerſe 3 | 


The perfect Symmetry thro? azure Skies, 
The ſublunary Beauties which ariſe ; 

Full in our View, delight the gladſome Bard, 
With which his Harmony is not compar'd: 
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All in ſuch Order ſo exactly fit, 

Point out a Building by almighty Wit; 

The Saints above, the happy Ones below, 

Bleſt with the Sight, or dazled with the Show; 
Conjoining in Applaudits ſing his Praiſe, 


That rais'd the Fabrick in magnific Lays. 


My Muſe ſings Beauties of another Kind, 


The winged Boy will always Beauties find : 
The wanton Archer going on his Rounds, 
With golden Arrows darted Lovers Wounds, 
On Pancalis the Wile, the Good, the Fair, 

On beauteous Paxcala, the happy Pair; 

On theſe two Friends his golden Arrows flew, 
Againſt their naked Breafts was bent his Bow; 
No Croſſes nor Misforunes ſtop their Love, 
Which was decreed inviolate above. 


Deſcend 
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Defcend Apollo, and from Heaven come, 
If thou for once wilt leave thy native Home; 


For ſacred Hymen now has join'd their Hands, 
And bound them faſt with adamantine Bands: 


Thou God of Day with thy full Luſter ſhine, 
eſcend in Compnay with all the Nine; 
Down from Olympus to the beauteous Pair, 
Ta ſing th' Epithalamium on the Fair. 
They ſay in middle Greece was thy Abode, 
But this no Habitation for the God; 
Here only was thy Temple and the Prieſt; 
That gave Reſponſes when he was addreſt ; 
Gave forth thy Oracles by Vapours bee: 
When Inſpiration fir'd the foaming Maid: 
Thou happy Counſellor of upper Jove, 
Tour Chamber, Porphyry, the Gold Alcove; 


Among 
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Among the Heavenly Senators enroll'd, 
Your Canopy of molten precious Goid ; 
Deſcend for once, if Gods can leave their Place, 
And with your Preſence give the Nuptials Grace; 
Sing Jo Pæan, ling the joyful Song, 
Enkindle their pure Love, and may their Flame be 
1 

The Wiſdom of the Man when he grows old, 

But Snow for Cupid, and to Venus cold; 


Of what avail the dry Platonic Flame, 


| To cool the Ardor of the ſprightly Dame ? 


When in our flowery Youth, or youthful Prime, 
Cupid and Venus have the ſweeteſt Time; 


On the bald Pate when Silver Hairs are ſpread, 


And wither'd Limbs ſhow Nature much decay'd, 


The 
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The coſtly Soups, the richeſt Julep Broths, 
Indulge not half fo much as flaming Youths. 

In Silver Robes fair Cynthia, Queen of Night, { 
In her Endymion took moſt ſweet Delight; 

Adonis lovely, with his ſweeteſt Charms, 

Was not ſo kind with Venus in his Arms; 

On Latmos Top when they embracing lay, i 
They never wiſht the coming of the Day 

The radiant God, with Roſes in his Face, 

Could well have wiſht the fair Eadymion's Place: 

But not his roſy Checks, his golden Hair, 
Could with the Beauties of her Swain compare; 
His ruby Lips, and every Feature fine, 

(As with the ſpreading Oak the Ivies twine) 
Thus they encircled in the Sweet of Love, 

Hid from the Sight of too malignant Jove. 


Pro- 
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Porlifick Heat may animate the Bud, 
Some Animals derive their Birth from Mud; 


But both require convenient Time to bring 


Creations forth, but chiefiy in the Spring; 


Without convenient Heat, convenient Time, 


No Birth from Sun, no Animal from Slime; 


The ſtupid Being ſtupid muſt remain, 
Unleſs from nothing Things ſtart up again; 
Which by Almighty Fiat muſt be done, 


And not by Energy of any Sun. 


The Sun may be the next material Cauſe, 


But the prime Being moves the weighty Maſs. 
The aged Lover ſpeeds him to his Grave, 

That bows to Cupid, or to Love's a Slave 

The tempting Proſpect from the vagrant Boy, 


But ſenſeleſs Comfort and a ſeeming J Oy 3 


Yet 
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Yet tempting Beauty and bewitching Tongue 
Have ſometimes led che filly Dotard wrong. 

Beneath ſome Canopy of burning Gold, 
Should you the mighty Sovereign behold, 
With crimſon Mantle ſplendidly array'd, 
With royal Diadem upon his ] Jead; 
The waving Scepter in his graſping Hand, 
The Emblem of Imperial Command: 
Thus giving Audit to ſome high Debate, 
Of royal Embaſiy from foreign State; 
Would you not think the auguſt Monarch were 
Above the ſneaking Figures of us here? 
Such outward Ornaments muſt blind Mens Eyes, 
But mighty Monarchs muſt be ever wiſe, 
Their outward Splendor is for this deſign'd, 
To ſtamp them higheſt in the Human-kind: 
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But Pancalus you need no outward Show, 
What greatens others does but leſſen you; 
Such borrow'd Colours make your Beauty leſs, 
You look the faireſt in the plaineſt Dreſs : 
The b Gold on which the People gaz'd, 
The Veſt which Eymen for your Trophy rais'd, 


Is nothing in our View when you are ſeen, 


Such is your Shape, ſo charming is your Mein, 


Tour Pancala is but another Name, 


For Virtu's eccho ſounding loud her Fame; 


Sdbe as the Lily, you the bluſhing Roſe, 


But fragrant as the Spice when Zephyr blows. 
The Paphian Queen ariſing from the Main, 
With all the beauteous Sea-Nymphs in her Train 
In ſhelly Chariot mounting up the Steep, 
And leaving bluſhing Tay in the Deep; 
= F 
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With ſilver Creſcent and the orient Veſt, 

Such as becomes a Princeſs of the Eaſt; 

Her milk-white Swans amounting her on high, 
And winging gentle Venus thro? the Sky; 


On ſteepy Mountains does not look ſo fine, 


Nor in the ſhady Groves with Luſtre ſhine; 
In equal Beauty to fair Pancala, 


Her Pancalus outdoes the God of Day. | | 
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The having one that is a virtuous Wife, 
Mult be the greateſt Blifs of human Life; 
But when great Beauty Ib the virtuous Mate. 
The Bliſs muſt be incomparably great; 
Such mutual Bliſs is in their mutual Love, | 
No Bliſs is equal but the Bliſs above: 
| Such Pancalus; and ſuch his Pancala are, 


A beauteous Couple, and a virtuous Pair; 


B b 2 Their 
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Their mutual Love began exceeding ſoon, 

Which thro? che Circle of ſome Years did run; 

The pureſt Kind of undiſſembled Flame, 

Increaſing further as it further came ; 

Until grown weary, Cupid could not fly 

A higher Pitch, and Venus ſhut the Sky; 

The ſmiling Graces came to help the Boy, 

And lovely Iymen gave them Nuprial Joy. 
May all the ſmiling Graces ſtill abound, 

A thouſund painted Cupids dance you round 

May he continue ſtill her lovely Swain, 


And ſhe the faireſt Shepherdeſs of all the Plain! 
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ON 
EDMUNDBYERS 
DERWENT-WATER. 


Sir James CLAVERING, Bart. 


N much-fam'd Derwwent-water is a Vill, 


Some of it ſtanding on a riſing Hill; 

And ſome below towards the Southern Side, 
Which from approaching Afpe& Mountains hide 
The Fields turPd Dykes defend with Pebbles fac'd, 


Some Hedge of Stakes with thorny Buſhes grac'd ; 


Here 
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Here fragrant Herbs a pleaſant Verdure yield, 


There various Flowers enamel every Field; 


Here bounteous Ceres {ways with great Command, 
And waving Harveſts fill the graſping Hand 
In neigubour Soil ſome pliant Willows grow, 


But Firrs and Pines make much the fineſt Show; 


In other Grounds, as if oppreſt with Grief, 


The Aſpin quivers with a trembling Leaf ; 


The joyful Palm grows for victorious Brows,' 


And the ſmooth Aſh extends her leafy Boughs ; 


Some ſimple Alders riſe near rolling Floods, 
And waving Brooms elate with golden Buds: 


But every Shrub, and every fragrant Herb, 


Is dreſt in Summer with the richeſt Garb; 


But like Arabia's Odors breathing forth, 


Proclaim their Eſſence of the higheſt Worth. 
On 
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On faireſt Eglantine the Roſes blow, 
Which ſpread their Damaſk Sheets of fragrant Snow; 
Beneath our Feet ſoft Beds of Camomile, 
Around the Daiſy and the Daffodil ; 
The Primroſe and the purple Violet, 
With ſhining Beauties in rich Order fet; 

But far more ſweet the Honyſuckles ſmell, 
Which furniſh Near for the labour'd Cell: 
Upon the Hemborn-Buſh with thrilling Throats, 
The Black- bird ſitting warbles tuneful Notes; 
While Men and Maids are driving on their Sheep, 
Or in adjacent Grounds their Cattle keep; 
Loung Women humbly couchant on their Tails, 
Draw forth the milky Juice in ſnowy Pails; 


Some Children after Bramble-berrics trace, 


One paints Vermillion Colours on his Face; 


Some 
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Some Lovers on the Graſs fit down to Play, 

And wanton tumble on the Cocks of Hay, 
Here lives a Company of rural Swains, 

In little Cotts which ſcarce exclude the Bains: 


Their Corn and Hay and Cattle all their Wealth, 


And tho' without much Riches have much Health: 


Such on their Oat-meal Pudding g hungry feed, 

On Mii: and Butter, or their Cheeſe and Bread: 
But when cold Winter comes have molt Relief, 
From well nung Bacon, or god powder'd Beef; 
No gilded Coaches here, but Plows and Yokes, 
No Lords and Ladies with their ſcarlet Cloaks; 
But Ruſſet Gowns and Gray Coats we behold, 


None with their Silver ate or Threads of Gold; 


No huffipg Bullies, nor your ſparkiſh Beaus, 


But Country Bumkins wich their clouted Shoes: 


The 


Miſcellany Poems. 197 


The grunting Hog lies wallowing in the Mire, 
Nor dreams of being Bacon by the Fire; 

Some ſqueaking Pigs with little pinking Eyes, 

Lie by their griſly Mothers in their Sties 3 

Some Hens to lay them Eggs, the crowing Cock, 
To tell them in the Morning what a Clock ; 

The bleating Sheep are beying to their Laiks, 
And harmleſs Lambs loud blaring for their Mams 
The levy Ox molt gravely treads the Ground, 
And Kine with Lowings make the Vallies found ; 
The hobling Gooſe goes guarded with her Young, 
And wicked Currs are barking all Night long; 
Young Colts and Fillies {camper thro' the Wilds, 
Ore ſteepy Hills and thro' the gioomy Guilds ; 
No pleaſant Arbors, nor your ſhady Bowers, 
No Books to pals away the tedious Hours; 
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But Ducks and Drakes cry Quack, Quack, all the 
Day, 

And in the Fountain, bathing, ſeud and play; 
Or gobble on the Graſs their filthy Food, 

Some filly creeping Snail, or ugly Toad. 

A little to the Weſt ſtands Pedemſoke, 


Some call it little London in a Joke 


But ſuch a little Loxdos never ſeen, 


And none rules there unleſs the Fairy Queen : 
Down in the Bottom, with a gentle Slope, 
Between adjoning Hills, runs Bodinhope ; 
A little River, ſcarce to Strangers known, 
Nor mention'd by an Author of Renown ; 
Was never chaunted to by Shepherds Lays, 
Or ſung by any Poet in our Days; 
2 For 
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For what ſhould they do with Apollo's Sons, 

That have no happy Nymphs, but rural Foars? 
And why ſhould happy Nymphs to them repair, 
They cannot live in ſuch a foggy Air? 

In which with Poverty and Grief oppreſt, 

They muſt but live a wretched Life at beſt ; 

With chilling Cold, with Winds and nipping Froſt, 
Numb'd in their Limbs, and to their Senſes loſt : 
But laſting as my Song his Fame ſhall grow, 
White as his Alabaſter Hills of 3 5 

Bright as the Luſtre of his Southern Sun, 

And clear as his tranſparent Cryſtals run; 

To which with conſtant Streams from teeming Hills, 
Small Currents run with little tinkling Rills; 

But join'd together with convenient Speed, 

Run down a little, and with Derwent wed; 
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Whence like Meander with a circling Line, 
They fetch a Compals to the Banks of Tyne; 
And by Newcaſtle run to Tynemouth Coaſt, 
Plunge in the Seas, and are for ever loſt ; 
Thus runs Eridanus into the Main, 
Sinks in the Seas, and not returns again; 
The Adriatick Floods become his Grave, 
And for his Winding-Sheet the rolling Wave; 
Commixt with Salts all languiſhing he dies, 
And in the hollow Vault of Neptune lies. 
When to the EIN pr Parts we turn our Eyes, 
We ſee a Mountain like Olympus riſe; 


Which underneath the Manſion of the Gods, 


Exalts his miſty Head in bluiſh Clouds: 


Thus did the Titans with their hundred Hands, 
With Military Force, with armed Bands, 


They 
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They boldly fought to ſtorm the Realms above, 
Whirl down the Gods, and cruſh the mighty Ive: 
So he with towery Head, and proud Diſdain, 
Seems to defy the vaſt etherial Plain; 

Thus to invade Heaven's Realms and rule alone, 
And tumble mighty Jove from off his 7 
The Mountain Jolterbill, but for the Name, 

I cannot well inform you how it came; 

An ugly Mountain, with a horrid Face, 
Where grows no Corn or Hay, and little Graſs; 
Scarce Tree, or Shrub, or Buſh, or any Thing, 
But vgly Hather, and more ugly Ling ; 
Where ſome few Sheep and Cattle you obſerve, 
To wander hungry up and down and ſtarve ; 

A barren Soil, but where there are no Mines, 


But a fit Colony for Palatines, 


Here 
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Here noxious Creatures live and Birds of Prey, 

And whirring Cocks in Samer Seaſon play; 

Some Gleeds and Hawks, and Herrinſoughs and 
Rooks, 

And bladder-headed Otters from the Won | 

Some Serpents in the Ling and ugly Toads, 

And filthy Creatures have their dire Abodes; 

Upon the Edge do many Maukins breed, 

Which in their fruitful Fields my Vallies feed : 


A little down, as Veſſels in their Docks, 


The Fox and Badger lie entrencht in Rocks; 
Upon the Brow ſtand almoſt conſtant Fogs, 
With Flodders in its Lap, and dangerous Bogs ; 
No Houſe, ſcarce Harbour, no Inhabitant, 


All deſert-like, and of a vaſt Extent. 
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To UTRICK WHITFIELD, Eſq;. 


HERE is an old and venerable Pile, 
And many ſuch are in the Pritifh The 
Upon the River Breme the Fabrick ſtands, 
That proudly looks and viens the diſtaut Lands, 


Wich 
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With Sides of moſſy Hue and mouldy Green, 


It looks at diſtance with an awful Mein; 


A little down upon the Portico, 


Some Summer Plants for Eſculapius grow: 


Within it ſeems a huge extended Cave, 


Such as the Kings of Egypt us'd to have; 


When after Death affecting to be great, 


They liv'd in Grandeur, and would lie in State - 
Upon the Roof the Starlings lift their Voice, 
And little Sparrows make a chirping Noile ; 


The Swallows fly and round the Concave move, 


And wheel about to meet the She's they love: 


Here frightful Owls and other Birds of Night, 
Have their Recourſe, and ſhun the hateful Light; 


The gentle Doves by cooing ſhow their Fires, 


And prattling Daws addreſs their jetty Sires; 


Some 


3 
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Some Walls ſurround it, but in Ruins laid, 
And ſcarce hold in the Remnants of the Dead; 
No Cypreſs Trees ſtand 520 the ſacred Buſts, 
With languid Scents to ſtanch the fœtid Guſts; 
But ancioin Thorns and ſhrubby Elms grown old, 
And wither'd Hollies blaſted with the Cold; 
On humble Baſis ſtretches forth and ſhrouds 
A lofty Top high in the wandering Clouds; 
Which bowing Hills ſalure on every Side, 
And flowing Streams down in the Bottom glide ; 
Where little wanton Fiſhes ſport and play, 
And running jump to catch the flying May. 
Thus Gallic Sails to Engliſh Caſt les how, 
As they fail by and thro? the Ocean plow; 
While joyful Dolphins, Monarchs of the Main, 


Peep ſmiling forth to ſee the watery Train, 


D q Upon 


And all the Birds that uſher in the Spring; 
The Black- birds whiſtle on the thorny Buſh, 


And craking Quails make Muſic in the Corn; 
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Upon the Banks hard by the Silver Streams, 
The Shepherds baſk themſelves in ſunny Beams z 


With Coley by them, and the humble Crook, 


(Coley the happy Guardian of the Flock) 


With little Meat ſupply'd, but well enough, 
If they abound with their beloved Snuff; 


But herein differ from the Ladies much, 


They care not for the Spaniſh but the Scotch ; 


The Larks and tuneful Linners round them ſing, 


But ſweeteſt Notes come from the gentle Thruſh ; 


The little Wrens among the Hedges churn, | 


The Goldfinch tunes her Notes from Poppy-heads, 
And nought but Muſic in the flowery Meads ; 


The 


The Cuckows raiſe their Voice with much ado, 

And ſtill the Burden of their Song Cuckow ; 

And Bittournes with a drumming hollow Sound, 

Salute them every Eventing from the Pond ; 

Some have brown Bonnets, Plads, and Wooden 
Shoes, 

And ſome for Hoſe and Breeches, Iriſh Trowze 

And on the fragrant Turf bow down their Heads, 

And ſpread their lazy Limbs on graſſy Beds; 

While fleecy Herds go bleating thro? the Plains, 

The Wealth of Shepherds, and the Joy of Swains 3 


And lowing Cattle feed-on bowing Hills, 


And with their Lowings ſhake the trembling Rills : 


Here lives a Friend, the happy Pancalus, 


Sober and good, and a ſevere Recluſe; 


D d 2 With 
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With Learning richly fraught and every Grace, 
The happy Flamen of the ſacred Place; 

With his Corvina, always to him dear, 

He crowns the Day, and beautifies the Year 
And his Corvina loves him as her Life, 

But happy Huſband makes the happy Wife. 

- Here when the Tide of Fortune turns me down, 
_ And makes me ſick and weary. of the Town; 
(For there is nothing firm and cnt bale; 
And all our Comforts as the fleeting Air; 

The Wheel of Fortune lifts you to the Top, 
Then finks you down, and mounts another up) 
Then I direct my Courſe to Pancalus, 

O'er many Hills and Dales, and thro? the Most; ; 
Thus Pancalus receives me with a Smile, 


Says he, You muſt be weary, reſt a While. 


Among 
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Among the Tribe of Levi no ſuch Prieſt, 


So good and kind as Pancalus the beſt. 
Unhappy Town, where Buſtle, Noiſe and Strife, 


And all the Plagues of Egypt vex our Life; 
Where Envy and ill Nature ſow their Seeds, 
And Miſchiefs roar as Thunder on our Heads; 
Where Waves on Waves come rolling on apace, 
And Surges riſe and daſh you on the Face. 
Detracting Tongues move round the painted Board, 
And liquor'd Females kill with ev'ry Word; 
And what is more, the ſimple motley Crew 
Muſt arm their winged Spight, 1 kill you too. 
Who can withſtand the roaring Multitude, 

And arm againſt the high and mighty Mob? 
They pull ha mighty Monarch from his Throne, 


And make him wander where he is not known: 


Not 
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- Not only many great, but many wile, 
Have felt their Shock, and faln a Sacrifice ; 
Little avail the Virtues of your Mind, 
With them that are by Nature deaf and blind ; 
Prager and Tears and every Thing is vain, 
You may comdele your Fortune and complain; 
Ic wil not do, they like a Tempeſt roar, 
And ſink you deep before you come to Shore, 
_ Unhappy Fate! what ſhall we be at laſt ? 
The moving Lot into the Urn is caſt. 
Thou Land of Egyyt, whence black Seers come, 
Acquaint me with my Lot, and fix my Doom. 
With Pancalus we live another Life, 
A Sober the Word, and Love the only Strife; 

Soft and eaſy we paſs the Hours away, 


Serene and cheerful as the Flow'rs of May ; 


Cor- 
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Corvina bows, and Pancalus all Smi'e, 

No Pair ſo happy in the Britiſb Iſle. 

Detract ing Tongues are not permitted here, 

None envies others with malignant Air. 

Kings may enjoy their Crowns, and Monarchs 
reign, 

And Royal George command the ſurly Main. 

We do not envy George and all his Pride, 


And live more happy by this Water-Side. 
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ALETTER to the Rev. 


Mr. A E G O O D. 
Rector of IN GRA M. 


By Way of Addfeſs to our Gentlemen that are 
of che higheſt Rank, to be gentle and eaſy to 
them that are under their Authority. 


OU much ſuperior, and in high Eſteem, 


By due Appointment of the wiſe Supreme; 
Lich in your Zenith, like fair Phebus ſhine, 
B-fore he to the Weſtern Seas decline; 
While 3 with Admiration gaze, 

And burn with Envy to behold the Blaze : 


Sub- 
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Sublimely ſtation'd in your higheſt Orb, 


To rule us ſoftly, and with gentle Curb; 


Enjoying every Thing Men can require, 

And what the moſt Ambitious would deſire ; 
While we with Wonder ſo much Splendor View, 
But pay you Veneration which is due : 

But is it not unfair with cruel Pride, 

To be inſulting when you ought to guide? 

To be the Tyrants whom no Laws control, 
When you with gentle Sway ſhould People rule? 
We have a Sovereign, the beſt of Kings, 

The beſt of Sovereigns is the beſt of Things; 

A mighty Sovereign and of great Command, 
Has mighty Subjects in a warlike Land 5 

We may be fearleſs under ſuch a Reign, 
Should babling Trance join with romantic Spain, 6 
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A great Example is of mighty Force, | 
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If it be good, but otherwiſe a Curſe; 


You love the Preacher having on his Robes, 


The ſacred Meſſenger of holy Gods; 


_ N 
ER 3 


But without Virtue is no Friend of mine, 


Should he in Sattins preach, and make his Sermons 
fine; 


J would not value him in his proud Dreſs, 


His Sattins little, and his Sermons leſs; 


When what they do runs counter to their Words, 


I: little Comfort to my Soul affords; 


Their ill Examples influence us more, 


And have than all their Sermons greater Power; 


We cannot credit well what ſuch ſhall ſay, 


Preach they like Saints, or as the Angels pray. 


— —— — ” 3 
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We like poor Monkies ftrive to imitate 
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Men of high Fortune and a great Eſtate. 


Such high Aſcendents with extenſive Power 
The Simple and the Ignorant adore. 
But may I never follow ſimple Crowds, 


Nor copy over much the wooden Gods 3 


But with the Friendſhip of the Wiſe be bleſt, 


And copy Virtue's Pattern which is beſt: 


Fair Virtue's Pattern we muſt all approve, 


And they that are the Wiſe will ever love. 


Before the Dunghil Cock throw down a Gem, 
With mingled Grains of Corn of ſmall Eſteem, 


Neglecting that he ſoon will pick up them. 


Among the greateſt I have often been, 


And both the good and ill Example ſeen: 
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But you my learned Friend have always ſet 


The beſt of Patterns J have ever met, 

The Pattern which I never ſhall forget. 

This Copy, Sir, I ſet before my Eyes, 

And copying after you I always ſhall be wiſe. 


SEVERAL 


STRUTHER CARR, 
of Fowberry, Eſq; HIGH- 


SHERIFF for the County 


of Northumberland; 
The following 
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SWEARING 


To the Rev. Mr. Andrews, 


LET TEA + 


4 


MON the many Sins which we muſt 


OWNn 


Town; 
By which we mult confeſs we are proſane, 
Is taking God Almighty's Name 1n vain. 
When thus we take an Oath, and raſhly ſwear, 


TAY 


We do not well conſider what we are. 
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Should God Almighty take you at your Worq, 


And for your Sin draw forth the flaumig Sword; 


— 
* 


Should he but thunder down tee venly Foes 


When ſwear. ſo much, and damn your preci 


Souls; 


What could become of ſuch dependent Things, 


When the Almighty humbles greateſt Kings? 


In divers Caſes Oaths may be allow'd, 


But common Swearing never can be good. 


in Things momentous and of high Debate, 


To take an Oath before a Magiſtrate, 


To put an End to ſome litigious Cauſe, 


Is not forbid by any of our Laws: 


But then with much Sincerity and Truth, 


We muſt not violate, but keep the Oath : 


It 
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It is a ſolemn and moſt high Appeal, 

To him Nom whom we nothing can conceal ; 
To bear us Teſtimony we do not lie, 

And wiſh if guilty we may wretched die. 

So dreadful is this Sin when Oaths are broke, 
And Men perjure themſelves in what they ſpoke ; 
For which Almighty God can puniſh ſoon 
The guilty Man, as he has often done. 
What is his Character! what is his Faith! 
When none will credit him in what he faith? 
An honeſt Man will ſooner be believ'd, 

Then he that ſwears and often has deceiv'd, 
No Man but willingly avoids a Snare, 


But few the Sins where great Temptations are: 


We mult not too much in ourſelves confide, 


But walk by Wiſdom, and make Virtue guide, 


We 
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We oftentimes with Diſappointments meet, 


When we endeavour to be rich or great; 

But ſhould we much more by our Swearing gain, 
Then ever any did, or could obtain; 

It would be ſtill the wiſeſt Part to ſhun 


The ſwearing Office, if it could be done, 
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 SWEARING: 


To the Reverend Mr. Andrews. 


FY * ** 
— 


LEER I. 


E cannot Moral Good or III reverſe, 


But may deplore juſt Judgments with our 
Tears; 


Whereon almighty God has ſtampt his Coin, 


Hcre we admire, but muſt with Wiſdom join. 


Great Miſchiefs on the Wicked and Unjuſt, 
From the Almighty ſpring, and not from Duſt: 
Without Converſion we are all undone, 

All guilty found, and Judgment has begun. 


Go Oer 
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Our common Swearing ſuch as calls aloud, 
And threatens every Puniſhment from God. 
The Trembler in Sincerity exceeds, 

But with his Alms the Brethren only feeds; 
His Oath 1s yea and nay, but much the ſame, 
And by our Law but an equivoc Name; 
But when he comes before the Magiſtrate, 
He ſhould not too impertinently prate; 

_ Give me an honeſt Man, and J am ſure, 

And always ſafe, if I myſelf am pure ; 

But he that deals unjuſtly in his Word, 

The wicked Man by none deſerves Regard. 
Flad Greece but known the Treachery of one, 
That nodded from the Macedonian Throne ; 
Would fuch a mighty State have ſuffered Wrong, 
And have permitted Injuries ſo long? 


The 
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'The Traitor never valu'd what he ſaid, 


But broke his Oath, and would be ſtill obey'd: 


The Royal One, intolerably baſe, 


Deſpiſed Right and lovelyVirtue's Praiſe 3 | 
But happy is the Man whoſe Ways are right, 
And can endure the Comfort of the Light: 
Our Wickedneſs is but a ſecret Work, 


And muſt in ſome obſcure Apartment lurk 


Which Philip found, if Authors do not ly, 
Tho? quietly allow'd himſelf to die 

Severely puniſh'd in the Roya! Line, 

With heavy Judgments from ſome Hand divine; 


Some very much the wicked Father blame, 
And ſay, their great Misfortunes all from Philip 


Came, 
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SWEARING 


To the Reverend Mr. Andrews. 


LETTER II 
= is forbid by God we muſt not do, 
Tho' we ſhould ſwear, and make a ſolemn 


Vow 5 


The Law thac comes from ſuch a Sovereign, 


Comes with Authority, and mult obtain; 


Unleis we have a Purpoſe to contend. 


Wich the Almighty, and our greateſt Friend : 


Bur if we had fo villainous a Mind, 


To ſuch a Patron this would be unkind; 


This 


f 
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This with the God Almighty would not do, 


But muſt determine in your Overthrow; 


With much Sagacity and greateſt Wit, 

Men apprehend not often what is fit; 

T he lawful and unlawful them divide, 

They undetermin'd are on either Side; 

Suſpend their Jodginent waiting for Sky-Light, 
And hover doubtful till they ſettle right; 


But when right Reaſon ſettles, *tis a Sin 


Not to determine fully, and begin: 


Much like a Veſſel with the Rudder loſt, 
Amids ſome whiſtling Gale in Billows toll, 
Man is unſteady, often at a Stand, 

But ſhould be firm] xd to God's Command, 
The Cale is evident we mult be good, 


By which all Pizty is underitood. 


— 
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We muſt not bow to Idols, tho' of Gold, 


Tho- they ſhould prove moſt lovely to behold ; 


Will you be one of Baal's wicked Prieſts, 

Pour Incenſe forth,and make him ſumptuous Feafts? 
Altho' his Image makes a goodly Show, 

It is but Idol {till to which you bow. 


To vowa Thing which Nature diſayows, 


To keep a Miſs, and be forbid a Spouſe, 
This no divine or human Law allows. 


To vow to be a Hermit or a Monk, 


When we are in ſo much Corruption ſunk ; 


To vow to be an Abbeſs or a Nun, 


To kiſs with Father, and to bear a Son; 
Such Wickedneſs mult tingle in our Ears, 


When ſuch a perjur'd Villain vows and ſwears, 


Such 
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Such Things are contradi@ry to our Senſe, 


But ſilly Prieſts can with the Law diſpenſe, 
And give Indulgence it you have but Pence. 
With the true God it is another Thing, 

The Thing is plain, There is a heavenly King; 


There is one Being, and there is no more 


— 


That Worſhip claims, whom only we adore z 


Why further tempts the Babyloniſh Whore ? | 


SWEAR- 


4 . 


| 
: 
| 
| 


Yu re IIs 9 TA nr nt 


SJ VIV a = 


oo 7 1 == 
T7 are zan en! Tong 2 N mm 11 
2 ED ELLIS ne = no 2 3 1 
E . en 2 
>= 


7 2 


— * 


in 
2 muri 
= 111141 


E 


— '—— —— — — ———— H ACA LCL SL SITS SEAS —-— CLIT ISIS SITITS TILT I 


1111 1111 
Ainet! 
1111111 


P ma ro _——_—o_p—_—_—_—__——CTT TT 


SW EARING 


To the Rev. Mr. Audrews. 


LETTER AV 


W” EN ſuch a holy God is ſo abus d, 


And ſuch a dreadful Name is fo traduc'd, 


On ſuch a Villain nought can be ſevere, 


Vow what he will, if he profanely ſwear 3 


Some heavy Judgment on the wicked Head, 


The perjur'd Man may very juftly dread, 


For having no Regard to what is Truth, 


And without Rev'rence to a ſacred Oath, 


The 
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The God that is in all his Actions juſt, 
The mighty God in whom the Holy truſt ; 
Tho? Juſtice ſeems to fly with tardy Wing, 
Will in due Seafon to a Reck'ning bring; 
For no Impediments ly in his Way, 

To do his Will on them that diſobcy ; 
Almightineſs can no Reſiſtance find, 

From feeble Creatures of the human Kind ; 
Which all the Guilty will one Day confeſs, 
And call for Pity in their great Diſtreſs ; 
And if the Day of Pity is not paſt, 

Will find much Pity from their God at laſt. 
How dare we our Creator to profane? 

How dare we take his holy Name in . 
Among tbe Jeus it was a wicked Thing, 
To uſe Fehovab thus their heavenly King; 


U 


H. KR The 


rad. 


a 


9 — CH tr eta ee SC he anti I I eee ale EEE Se ee ee terns 
„ 
—— 


P. —hMA . — i 
4 
— 


—— 
2 
— * 


And juſtly did their Character maintain, 
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The mighty Men, the higheſt and the beſt, 


Not one amongſt them but the noly Prieſt ; 
Allow'd to name Jehovah once a Year, 

But none amongſt them durſt profanely ſwear, 
Among them was a Sect of great Renown, 
They with their Character bore others down; 


Exceeding ſober and exceeding plain, 


Exceeding honeſt, and exceeding juſt, 


And in whoſe Word you might fecurely truſt x 


Vo OI 
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A peaceful quiet Sect, and liv'd alone, 


They had no Wives, ſo chaſte they needed none; 


The Lie was hateful, hateful was the Oath, 


They had a great Reſpect to ſacred Truth; 


In other Things we cannot much commend, 


Which ſhould we do, we could not well defend; 


They 
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They would not ſwear in Things of greateſt Weight, 
To do themſelves or do their Neighbours Right ; 
The State conniv'd at them, as Tremblers here, 


Of whom in Judab the firſt Patterns were. 
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SWE ARING 


To the Rev. Mr. Andrews. 


LETS ER Vs 


TH Whims the Poets often lead us wrong, 
And captivate us with ſome filly Song; 


By cuſtomary Law and our Conſent, 


They have a Royal Patent to invent 


Wich Tropes and Figures they come off with Eaſe, 


And can do much and often what they pleaſe z 
But cannot do what contradigts all Senſe, 
A Tiung ſuperior to Omnipotence 3 


They 
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They cannot make a Pink or Gilliflower, 
A Thing impoſſible with all their Power; 
Cin they turn happy Day to mournfu] Night, 
Or diſmal Darkneſs into beauteous Light, 


Or can they waſh the #7h10pran white? 


— 24? 


Can they diſpenſe with Oaths and wicked Vows, 
Which never were diſpens'd with by the Jess? 
The Gods themſelves, if Gods there be that dwell 
In Starry Regions, or in Joweſt Hel] ; 

If any ſwore by Styx and Acheron, 

The Rivers that with Streams of Sulphur run; 
And broks the "TV Oath which they had ſwore, 
Muſt never come to their Aſſembly more; 

They drank no Ne#ar in the Realm of Gods, 


Nor on Ambre/ia fed in high Abodes. 


Were 
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Were exil'd from them for a certain Time, 


With grievous Penance for the hateful Crime: 


Among the Pagans in the worſt of Days, 


When Idols rival'd God with equal Praiſe; 


To what they worſhipped, to what they bow'd, 


To their own handy Works call'd out aloud ; 


To puniſh them in every Thing they did, 


If they ſwore any Thing that was forbid 3 


When Chans and Emirs, or when any one, 


Leagu'd with the Great Mogul or Preftor-Fobn ; 


If they ſhould break the League that was indorſt, 


They wiſht themſelves moſt heavily accurſod; 


If they were guilty of enormous Wiles, 


From Colchis unto Crongan, many Miles, 


They ſwam among devouring Crocadiles ; 
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To vindicate themſelves from ſinful Charge, 
They ſwam ſuch dangerous Rivers deep and large z 
Among them Swearing had ſo ſmall Eſteem, 
And Perjury they did fo much condemn, 
CONSCIENCE, 
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To the Rev. Mr. WEST AL, Rector of Symondburn. 
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LETTER: I. 


HE Satisfaction of a quiet Mind, 


Which they that have an upright Con- 
ſcience find; 

The inward Comfort and the ſolid Joy, 

( Which never any Tyrant could deſtroy;) 

Is more than Silver in the Moyntains wrought 

Of rich Potoſi, and from Indies brought 3 

The greateſt Bleſſing which was ever given, 

By the eternal Governor of Heaven ; 


Above 
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Above your Gems, and all uch trifling Things, 
The Glitter and the Majeſty of Kings, 


Tranſcending Dignities of purple Gowns, 

Of ſacred Miters and your nearly Crowns 3 

Grant me this Bleſſing, I ſhall ask no more, 
I'm rich enough, tho? you ſhould think me poor: 

You may for me ſeek Friendſhip from the Great, 


The Prince make you prime Miniſter of State ; 
Your Honour ſound from frarching Eaſt to Welt, 
And I be indigent and much oppreſt; 
The inward Peace and Safety of my Soul, 

Makes me ſuperior to the Great Mogul ; 

When Virtue is one's Guard, his Conſcience pure, 
When God and his eternal Kingdom ſure, 
Aſcertain'd to him by a ſpecial Grace, 

What Joys abound of reaching ſuch a Place? 
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But when chain'd down to Luſt and every Vice, 


Chain'd down for ever, and can never riſe ; 


Ten thouſand Furies rack the tortur'd Breaſt, 


On Silken downy Beds he cannot reſt ; 

Hell moves before him in a flaming Urn, 

And with an inward Flame his Soul muſt burn; 
Tormenting Fiends all dreſrd in horrid Guiſe, 

In ſable Colour move before his Eyes; 

In dreadful Shape, with frightful Countenance, 

They move before him but to drag him hence; 

Deſpair ſits on him with a ſilent Gloom, 


And rage with Proſpect at his frightful Doom; 


Much like a troubled Sea he cannat find 


Peace to himſelf, nor Comfort in the Mind; 
Reflection on his State but makes him worſe, 


With thinking on the future dreadful Curſe. 
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CONSCIENCE: 
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LE ET:T£ER- Ms 
-  OU tondly cheat yourſelf wich Hopes of Bliſs, 
Not knowing whence deriv'd, nor where 
it is; 
The Diſpoſition and the inward Frame, 
Creates your Comfort, or confounds with Shame; 
Hence comes the painful Wound that will deſtroy, 
The Balm diſtill'd of true and laſting Joy; 


In your laſt Moments when your Glaſs is run, 


And Thread of Life is by the Siſters ſpun; 


112 When 
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When ready to give up the wandring Breath, 


And you muſt needs ſubmit to grizly Death; 
Your Veſſel juſt a launching from the Shore, 
Would you not give a thouſand Worlds and more, 
To have Heav*ns Kingdom and your Souls ſecure; 
When Death before you ſtands with horrid View, 
And you muſt bid the World a long Adieu; 

An Hour-Glaſs by him with the ſinking Sand, 
To mow you quickly down a Scyth in Hand ; 
Before an awful Judge you cannot ſhun, 

Not drawn by Favour nor Corruption won 3 

A guilty Conſcience as a God within, 

Accuſing and condemning you of Sin; 

In painful Agonies and racking Pains, 


Agalt with Proſpect of the future Flames; 


W ould 


* | 
5. 5 = 
* *; N * 
17 7 
+ 
$ 
b 
vo 
#: an 
: 75 
= 
1 
5 . 
A 
> 


oT . 


Miſcellany Poems. 245 


Would you not give a thouſand Worlds to be, 
At ſuch a Juncture of Ferus lem free? 
But all that can be done will not prevail, 
Except you uſe the certain Means, you fail : 
Nothing that is polluted or unclean, 


Was ever in the New Ferns lem ſeen ; 


ü There beamy Ardor, there perpetual Shine, 
; The Ether pure, the Heav'ns all Chryſtaline ; 
; There Saints and Martyrs have their fix'd Abode, 
The happy Manſion- ſeat of bleſſed God; 

There dwell the Virtuous, all the Juſt and Wiſe, 
All perfect Enemies to hateful Vice; 


But how can ſpotted Lepers chere appear, 


Among the Virtuous and the heav'nly Fair? 
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A good CONSCIENCE. 


EET TERM 
O Roman Ceſar ever was ſo bleſt, 
As he that has this Empire in his Breaſt; — 


With utmoſt Satisfaction he may live, 

With greater Pleaſure than the World can give, 
A pure and upright Conſcience on his Side, 

The ſureſt Comfort and the ſafeſt Guide; 

But when invading Sin ufurps the Throne, 

T he Peace of Mind and inward Comfort gone ; 


Sin 
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Sin by Degrees becomes a heavy Load, 

By the juſt Judgment of almighty God; 

Permitted by him, but was never lov'd, 

Yours was the Choice, but always diſapprov'd 

Increaſing by Degrees, until at lat, ; 

You were made Slaves, and in the Fetters faſt : 
With much ado we keep the Conſcience'down, 
Doze it with Sleep, or in good Liquor drown 
When in our wanton Youth and flow'ry Prime, 

We av think offending God a Crime; 

But EDT awaken'd from the drowzy Sleep, 

By ſome impending Tempeſt of the Deep; 
When he Affliction or ſome Trouble ſends, 

Or us deprives of ſome endearing Friends; 

With watery Eyes we then look up to God, 


And cry, Ah Fools! to ſerve Beelzebub: 


Diſtreſs 
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Diſtreſs is the beſt Medicine one can find, 

To cure a wicked and diſtemper'd Mind: 

Thus Cyrus ſaid, this you acknowledge true, 
And ſo muſt every one as well as you. 

What Frenzies of the Mind, and freakiſh Airs? 
What Dreams of Greatneſs mount us to the Stars? 
But high above or ſeated much below, 

In Eg ypt's ſcorching Sun, or Þriezland's Snow; 
A Man that has his Conſcience void of Crime, 
In every Country, under every Clime ; 

Beneath Bootes, or the rigid Bear, 

Beneath Orion, or the weltring Sphere; 

In every Nation underneath the Sun, 

In the World's Centre, or where World's begun ; 
In every State of Life he lives ſecure, 


And reits contented, tho? his Lite be poor. 


— a Io 


A good CONSCIENCE. 


L ET TEK Iv. 


HE greateſt Bleſſing any Man can have, 


Or which he can of the Almighty crave; 
The beſt of Gifts which never will him leave, 

The ſureſt Guide which never can decleve 

The only Thing on which we can rely, 

Is a good Conlcients when we come to die. 

May every one into its Counſels dive, 

Examine well it he by Virtue live ! 

A Life contrary mult be all amile, 

Nought but Enthuſiaſm and Diſt raction is: 


K k Call 
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Call it not Conſcience by fond Whimſies led, 

It's well inform'd and up to Virtue bred; 
Square all your Actions by the certain Rule, 
Or you are but a Madman, or a Fool ; 

By ſacred Scripture be your Actions try'd, } 
The certain Standard, and the perfect Guide, 
Which muft the great Diſpute of Souls decide. 
When Gmple Pilots by wrong Compaſs ſteer, 
They ruſh on Danger when no Danger fear; 

To ſinking Sands and ſplitting Rocks betray'd, 
With cheating Fires by faithleſs Pirates made; 
But when their Veſſels by due Compaſs fail, 

On Canvals Wings, and with a whiſtling Gale; 
1 hey to the Haven moſt ſecurely drive, 


Ang wich rich Cargoes ſafe at Port arrive. 


The 
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The upright Conſcience will direct us right, 
Will bring us to the Manſions of Delight: 
But O! the Thing ſeems but a hollow Sound, 
The upright Conſcience ſeldom to be found ; 
It dwells aot at the Court, no Prince's Cu: 
Is exil'd thence, or like ſome Phenix rare 
A wand'ring Thing, or like ſome Poliſb King, 
That has the Title, but muſt want the Thing : 
If any where you meet the welcome Gueſt, 
It muſt be in ſome Cell, or private Breaſt; 
In ruſtic Vill, or ſome poor Country Cot, 
Some dark Apartment, or the ſilent Grot; 
Aſtrea like has long been ſought in vain, 
Was baniſht Towns, and will not come again. 
But happy is the Man whoſe Soul ſpeaks Peace, 
Bleſt in all Lands, is happy on all Seas; 

K k 2 Is 
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Is happy on all Seas, bleſt in all Lands, 

In Afric's Deſerts and on ybian Sands; 

He walks ſecurely on the Banks of Nile, 
Dreads not the all-devouring Crocodile; 
Amids the ravenous Wolves and ſavage Bears, 
Amids the greateſt Dangers nothing fears; 
Secur'd by his own Innocence and Truth, 
Dreads no Hippotamus nor Behemoth; 

No Monarch of the Wood nor of the Main, 
1 he pawing Lion, nor Leviathan; 

If he be on the Continent or Coaſt, 

On ſtormy Seas or rolling Billows toſt 3 
Beacath the ſcorching Sun, or frozen Pole, 
Where Seas run low, or where high Mountains roll; 
he walks ſecurely in the virtuous Road, 


Regards his Soul, and ſtill obſerves his God. 


CON- 


+ 


LETTER :Y. 


Hat Sinners may not ſin without Controul, 


But have a conſtant Curb upon the Soul; 


For wilful Breach of every great Command, 
The Conſcience kindles like a flaming Brand; 


By fome almighty Being great and wile, 


Some dreadful Enemy to hateful Vice; 


Acculing and condemning us of Sin, 
Like ſome good Guardian Angel plac'd within: 


Thus 
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Thus at the Dome where the great Monarch dwells, 
The Watch 1s ſet, or ſtand ſome Centinels; 

Leſt Ruffians come to plunder or abuſe, 

The mighty Monarch, as the royal Houſe 3 

We cute, if we would, the Danger ſhun, 

We are not able from ourſelves to run ; 

Take Opium, if you pleaſe, or cut the Line, 
Intoxicate yourſelves with Punch and Wine ; 

The torturing Conſcience wounds the inward Parts, 
And ſettled there ranges bleeding Hearts : 

We often value Tinſel more than Gold, 

But ſeldom do our Duty as we ſhould ; 

We may, like Hypocrites, ourlelves diſguile, 
But ly not hid from the Almighty's Eyes. 

When Herod had his Mariamne ſlain, 


Tho' Mariamne could not live again; 
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By Day affrighted, reſtleſs in-the Night, 

His murder'd Queen was always in his Sight; 
Impartial Conſcience wounds the greateſt King, 
And, when tranſgreſſing, leaves a pungent Sting; 
Give me the Reaſon why the Monſter fled, 
Beneath the Shelter of his golden Bed; 

Why did Caligula ſo often fly, 

When Thunders roaring thro' the cloudy Sky? 
Was it the Thunder and the mighty Noiſe, 

Or was it not the great Almighty's Voice ? 

When Conſcience wounds him and his Sins enflanc; 
What Comfort can the greateſt Cæſar have? 
In Spirit tortur*d, wounded in his Mind, 

But little Satisfaction can he find. 

The Roman Emperor Tiberius, 


Knew all the little Tricks that Stateſmen uſe. ; 


The 
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The greateſt Craftſman in the Roman State, 
And with refulgent Empire few ſo great; 


Yet ſtill complain'd he of his troubled Breaſt, 


And in the Weight of Empire was diſtreſt; 
For weighty Reaſons, ſuch as theſe, we muſt 


Revere the Conſcience, and be always juſt ; 


Thus we may live ſerene, and never ſad, 


With much more Comfort then great Cz/ar had. 


The 


The Care of Souls to be the 
main Concern, and prefe- 


rable to all other Things: 


In a LETTER to 


WILLIAM CouLS ON of Jeſ- 
mond, Eſq; N 


NLESS a Man by Commerce be refin'd, 


Or Moral Virtues early form bis Mind; 
The Prints of Nature ſoon will be eraz'd, 
The Image and the human Stamp effac'd; 
Corruptions grow inſenſibly as we grow; 
And fluent Streams from ſudden Vices flow; 


d Th As 
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As when ſome Seeds have formerly been ſown, 
Or beautiful and fragrant Bloſſoms blown; 

| Unleſs the Weeds are rooted up or kill'd, 
They on a ſudden overbear the Field; 

Thro' Want of Culture, or ſome other Want, 
They kill the Flower, or deſtroy the Plant : 
But facred Virtue having what is due, 

From the ſmall Number, but the wiſer few; 
With Zeal encourag'd, cheriſh'd with Eſteem, 
With the fair Promiſe of a Diadem; 

What is it but the Duty of the Wiſe, 

To rate the Purchaſe, and ſecure the "DIVE 

| The Sun withdraws himſelf behind a Scene, 
Uavilling or aſham'd of being ſeen ; 

But thro? the waving Cloud emits his Ray, 


By which he forms the comfortable Day ; 


But 
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But in a little Time retreats from Sight, 


Submitting to the duſky Shades of Night. 


Fair Virtue which we call the Moral Good, 
When in its tender Growth and early Bud 3 
Which lies conceal'd and dormant in the Soul, 
And every one muſt own for beautiful 

The Source from which our future Goodneſs flows, 
And happy Man to his Perfection grows; 

Muſt be extinguiſh'd with Sin's baneful Taint, 
And with the Sinner will commute the Saint. 
Poor painful Gardeners bow on the Spade, 

And with hard Labour ſweat till Evening Shade; 


With utmoſt Care they cultivate the Ground, 


» 


Entrench with Foſſes, or they fence it round; 
They prune the Trees whereBoughs luxuriant grow, 
Intent on every Thing which Gard'ners do; 


1. 12 The 
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The flow'ry Bloſſoms on high Branches riſe, 
And with rich Incenſe ſcent the ambient Skies; 


Thro' diſtant Fields the fragrant Odours ſpread, 


And with ſweet Incenſe fill the low'ry Mead; 


But big with Expectation to enjoy, 
Some ſudden Blaſt does all the Fruit deſtroy. | 


There's nothing here on which we can depend, 


All human Things have but a doubtful End; 


The Comforts tranſient as the fleeting Air, 


And hardly worthy of our lender Care; 
The choiceſt Friends may leave us in our Need, 


But Death hangs hovering over every Head; 


What is it {wells the filly Man of Clay, 


Makes him exult ſo much, and look ſo gay, 


That cannot for himſelf prolong one Day ? 


The 
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The Silver-hilted Tilter on his Side, 

The Feather on his Cap, the Peacock's Pride; 
The buſhy Bob, all powder'd white as Snow, 

The Cover of an empty Scull below; 

The Man a Beau, but ſuch the Tailor made, 

Wich ſplendent Tunic, and the rich Brocade; 

As wealthy Cre/us he much Riches has, 

And loaded with, as Apuleius Aſs was; 

Or with illuſtrious Anceſtors does ſhine, 

To Bourbon down from the Merovian Line 

A Man of Freedom, but of fluent Strain, 

And pats the Pavement with his Gold-head Cane ; 

A mighty Genius, and of ſubtle Wit, 

In Drama skill'd, and can each Humour hit; 

Delighted much with, An it pleaſe my Lord, 

And when with humble Cringe you touch the Board; 


Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd when you him a mighty Stateſman call, 
Like pamper*d Fleury, the old Cardinal ; 

For Things like theſe the Man is upwards born, 
Poor Slaves may honour, but the wiſe Men ſcorn : 
We ſoon ſhall die, but quickly be forgot, 

And they but fleeting Things on adichive dote ; 
What will they profit us when we are gone, 

And ly conceal'd beneath the Marble Stone? 

Are theſe the mighty Things on which Man dotes ? 
He dies To-morrow, and-his Carcaſs rots; 

Before To-morrow he may have no more 

Than rus had, and 1rus was but poor; 

Our Pomp will all be bury'd in the Mould, 

And we have no Advantage from the Gold; 


Our Friends will not remember us in Clay, 


When hid from Light, and cover'd from the Day : 


Our 
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Our Heirs will live according to their Mind, 

And ſpend, it may be, what we leave behind; 
How great a Fool's the Miſer when he ſpares, 

To leave much Subſtance for his wanton Heirs ? 
Could he, poor Man, behold them with his Eyes, 
How much they ſpend in Harlots and the Dice; 
How would the Sight be orievous to his Soul, 
That he was ſuch a Miſer and a Fool ? 

But you, my honour'd Friend, will be more wile, 


And more intent upon the heavenly Prize; 


5 The trueſt Worth is Virtue in the Soul, 

Which will exalt us when we reach the Goal; 

; Which will remain when Time will be no more, 
5 — Abides your Comfort in the further Shore; 
5 By this when human Lives are fairly plan'd, 

; We need not fear to reach the happy Land; 
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The happy Land, where we ſhall eyer reſt, 


From Troubles free, of every Joy poſſeſt; | 
Where Storms ſhall ceaſe, and no more Tempeſts 
riſe, 


And we be ever bleſsful in the Skies. 


Of 


Of Pixx and religious Wo- 
SHIP due to Almighty Gop. 


To Madam WIDDRINGTON, 


HE Martyr dies with Comforts of aCrown, 


The Wicked dies but fears his heavy 
Doom; 

The latter with a Vizard veils his Face, 

The firſt ſupports himſelf with heavenly Grace; 

They both muſt die but die compmiry Ways, 

To bitter Owlings this, and that to endleſs Praiſe, 

If we are by the great Almighty made, 

The utmoſt Veneration ſhould be paid; 

The Primitives ador'd on bared Knees, 

Thus James the Juſt, his Zeal did fo encreaſe, 

M m Until 
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Until like CamePs Hoofs his Knees were hard, 
By often praying at... ſo often bar'd. 

The beſt among Fe I: erfections have, 
For which ws pardon and Forgivenels crave, 
From him that only true Forgivenels gives, 
With all the Comforts of our preſent Lives; 
No Pardon ſeek from {ome of little Senſe, 
Themſelves want Pardon which they would diſpenſe; 
There's One that pardons, and there is no more, 
Can they indulge you and wipe off your Score? 
Your Piety and Alms will do more Good, 
Thro? your Redeemer and his precious Blood. 
They fay in Egypt (which is mighty odd) 
A Cat was worſhipt, which they made their God; 
The Roman Name was then in mighty Vogue, 


But Romans worſhipt neither Cat nor Dog : 


The 
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The Gy pſies danc'd, they ſung (they worſhip thus) 
With many antick Tricks went round the Poſs, 
Their ſilly Cat had rather had a Mouſe ; 

A Roman Stranger much incens'd thereat, 

For thieviſh Gypſies worſhipping a Cat, 

Much wiſer thinks himſelf, and ridicules, 

And calls them ſilly Fellows, wicked Fools; 
With which incens'd, they could not be withheld, 
By King, nor Nobles, but the Roman kill'd; 

Such impious Zeal is often in the Mob, oy 
They worſhip any Thing, and call it God; 
Among ſome Chriſtians it is much the ſame, 
They worſhip Gods the wiſer bluſh to name; 


Sweet Incenſe ſmokes, rich waxen Tapers ſhine, 


Their Temples and their Altars ſeem divine; 


They 
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They have tall Jeſuiles for Grenadiers, : 


And little Mendicants drive up their Rears; 


In Veils their Nuns, Capuchins in their Cowls, 


The latter like our ruin'd Abbeys Owls ; 


The Amber Image moves, a gallant Shew, 


But you no Roman if you do not bow, 


And, proſtrate, worſhip as the others de. 


The worthy Dignitaries with ſumptuous State, 


Eat from the Gold, and drink in precious Plate; 


Their Cardinals and Abbes keep at the Court, 


Or in rich Palaces have grand Reſort ; 


They neither preach nor pray, but are excus'd, 


And the inferior Clergy hardly us'd; 


With Choice of handſom Ladies, faireſt Nuns, 


Their Churchmens Dainties, and for Princes Sons, 
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To the [nromparable 
P 


E 
the happy Partner, and vir- 
tuous Conſort of that true 
Patriot and Friend of his 
Country, 
WaLTER BLACKETT, Eſq; 


MEMBER of PARLIAM ENT for the Town 
and County of Newcaſtle upon T ve, 


The following 


ESSAY on MUSICK 


I moſt bumily Dedicated 


B y 8 


By Way of LETTER, 


To Mr. James CaRR, Student 
in the Univerſity of OxroRD. 


F you uneaſy be, to ſet you right, 


A little Muſic may be often fit: 


To Drinking ſome incline, when 


ſomething fad, 


But this, inſtead of eaſing, makes you mad; 
You ſpon relapſe into your former Ways, 
And ſceking Comfort, meet with more Diſgrace : 


A 
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A Rattle for the Child, or tender Young, 
But ſomething more diverting is the Song; 
When ſomething in the Suds or lomething mute, 
Take up your Fiddle, or ſtrike ws the Lute ; 
But if on Inſtruments you cannot play, 
Cheer up with Song, and ſing a Roundelay ; 
With Arms extended Empiricks on Stools, 
Muſt draw together many gaping Fools; 
They promiſe much the never-failing Cure, 
To them that any Malady endure ,, _ 
But for ſome Ailments Muſic of is found 
A better Cure than any they propound ; 
Muſic the nobleſt and the beſt of Things, 
Such as the Philomela's when ſhe ſings, 

And hymns at Even on the yielding Spray, 


While ſavage Beaſts are couchant for the Prey; 


Muſic, 
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Muſic, the Bleſſing of the circling Stars, 

The ſweeteſt Harmony of rolling Spheres 3 
The laſting Bleſſing in the heavenly State, 
And without which our Comforts are not great; 
Of which are divers Sounds in different Kays, 
But that which pleaſes moſt is Dor1as 3 

Not wholly faſhon'd for Theatric Shows, 


To pleaſe ſome ſimple Cits or witleſs Beaux; 


For Entertainment of your noble Guelts, 

Or Decoration of your gorgeous Feaſts ; 

But ſomething higher by the Song deſign'd, 
To calm the Paſſions of the furious Mind; 

By which in Rapture, and extatic Zeal, 

A Kind of preſent inward Heaven we feel; 

And great and noble Sentiments impreſt, 


Ot lovely Virtue in the human Breaſt, 


To 
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To live in ſuch a wretched Vale of Tears, 


And be encompaſs'd with ſo many Fears, 


With Troubles from without and them within, 


From dread ful Apprehenſions of one's Sin; 


Muſt make the wiſeſt Man alive complain, 


And wiſh to be deliver'd from his Pain; 


For which no Remedy like Muſick proves, 


Such as the Whiſtlers ſing in happy Groves. 


Muſic our Darling and great Favourite, 


Muſic both Sinners and the Saints Delight; 


Delight of God's immortal Dwelling high, 


As well as mortal Men below the Sky ; 


Some from the Lydian or the Phrygian have, 


More Pleaſure than the Muſic that is grave; 


The Countryman unmindful of his Sleep, 


Is better pleas'd in keeping of his Sheep; 


Beneath 
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Beneath ſome Willow's Shade in Summer-Day, 
On the green Hill to ſee his Lambkins play; 
Than from bewitching and inchanting Tongue, 
To hear the ſweeteſt faireſt Female-Song 3 
Some cannot well diſtinguiſh what 1s fine, 

Know what 1s Shade, or where the Pictures ſhine ; 
Their Conſtitution of ſuch ill Compound, 

They do not apprehend the ſweeteſt Sound; 

But People that have Taſte and Senſes right, 

In tuneful Muſic muſt have true Delight. 

In different Men may different Tempers be, 
But what you fancy muſt not humour me; 
With ſome the Military Tune agrees, 

But others gentler Airs will better pleaſe 3 
The Fife may be diverting unto ſome, 


The warlike Trumpet and the noiſy Drum; 


O o Some 
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Some more delighted with the ſober Flutes 


The pleaſant Cittern, or the melting Lute 


All Perſons are not of an equal Mind, 


But ſome all Fury, and the fiery kind; 


When Alexander hears the Trumpet ſound, 


With Joy he quivers on the trembling Ground; 


No ſooner does he hear the Martial Blaſt, 


But claims the Foe, and marches forth in Haſte 3 


With Helmet on, and Truncheon in his Hand, 


And fir'd, he does his Warlike Steed demand; 


But would you play ſome grave and ſober Tune, 


The Man grows grave and ſober, ſits him down. 


To give to Muſic what is fairly due, 


Is much beyond what any Man can do; 


So great the Value, and ſo much the Worth, 


We want the Colours which can paint it forth; 


With 
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With all the Eloquence and ſhining Wit, 
We cannot give ſuch Honour as is fit; 

We may attempt it with what Skill we can, 
But much beyond the Compaſs of the Man; 
The Entertainment needs but little Coſt, 
Which, if not every one, may pieaſe the moſt; 
At Royal Domes the grand, the ſolemn Thing, 
The happy Entertainment of the King; 
Among the Nobles honour'd at their Feaſts, 
The greateſt Honour which they give their Gueſts ; | 
At glad Eſpouſals, when the blooming Pair 
Begin their mutual Comfort, mutual Care; 
The Friends and youthful Couples chiefly come, 
To hear the Fiddlers play, the Pipers bum. 


Muſic the greateſt Pleaſure of the Mind, 
5 By which our brutiſh Manners are refin'd; 
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Muſic, by which, from Ignorance reclaim'd, 


And from our Sins unworthy to be nam'd; 


The filly Ballad - ſinger's dirty Trull, 
When ſhe is mounted on her Cricket, tool, 
With Voice alternate to her bowſy Mate, 


Is more attended, and with greater State, 


Than elevated Ladies at the Court, 

When their lac'd Footmen bow in modiſh Sort. 
To picture Monkies with their uncouth . 
And paint the Figures of your Indian Apes, 
Requires ſome Art, to paint the Manners more, 


We love true Painting, but the Song adore. 
May ancient Pauſo be of greateſt Note, 


And the much- celebrated Polyenott ; 
The former for his ſtatuary Skill, 


The latter favour'd for his painting well; 


With 


Miſcellany Poems. 281 


Wich me ſweet Muſic is to be preferr'd, 
With me to Muſic nought can be compar'd; 
Wiſe Nature's Harmony, the human Voice, 
The Lyres or Organs moſt melodious Noiſe. 


Unſufferable the Crime when you traduce, 


And give no Honour, but blaſpheme the Muſe z | 


Deſcending from the happy Gods above, 
Some ſay from Mercury, but ſome from Jove; 


By either Side of an immortal Line, 


Chuſe which you will, the Muſe is ſtill divine: 
Perhaps the Rude and Ignorant may blame, 
But they unworthy of the human Frame; 
They muſt be Perſons of refined Parts, 
That fully underſtand the lib'ral Arts: 

Can ſilly Aſſes underſtand the Lie?” 


They cannot underſtand, but may admire 


How 
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How melting is the Muſic that is made, 
From the high Summit of yon loud Caſcade ; 


With ſeveral Inſtruments that ſweetly play 
Their different Notes upon a different Kay? 


To tune ſweet Inſtruments and ſweetly ſing, 

And underſtand them, is no eaſy Thing 

Altho' wiſe Socrates, as we are told, 

Both ſung and ſweetly play*d when he was old. 
Among the Inſtruments the Pipe is thought, 

| T he very worſt, not worthy to be bought; 

The Airs are ſomething wild and overlewd, 

Conſume the Health, and for the Lungs not good 

Fit only for ſome ſilly Shepherd's Boy, 

That cannot otherwiſe his Time employ 

That uſes it to keep himſelf from Sleep, 


And from the Wolves to ſave his harmleſs Sheep: 


Aol. 
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Apolle*s tuneful Pipe with gentle Airs, 
Expels your Troubles and diverts your Cares; 


An Inſtrument of truly ancient Date; 


And ſometimes uſed in the Roman State; 

To calm domeſtic Heats, and inward Broils, 
And keep the Citizens from mutual Spoils; 
But ſweeteſt Concerts are the higheſt Kind, 
With ſweeteſt Melody affect the Mind ; 

No melancholy Vapours of the Brain, 

No aching Heart is found, no inward Pain; 
With nimble Fingers, and the gentle Touch, 
The Numbers and the Harmony is ſuch ; 
All Pleaſure reigns within, and Virtue cules, 
And univerſa] Rapture fills your Souls. 

Weigh'd down with Sorrow, end oppreſt with rief, 


Where can we ſeek for Comfort and Relief? 


In 
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In queſt of Riches ſome with eager Care, 


Fatigue themſclves, but always needy are; .F 
Drawn by Allurements of a wandring Luſt, 


Or gilded Nothings which vain Honours boaſt ; 


Till endleſs Shades come on, ſome meanly ſtrive, 
And ſeek for Comfort, but ſtill wretched live; 
The weary Lite protract that is not long, 
Without Diverſion, but in happy Song; 
Excluding which, the Burden of Man's Life 
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Is pregnant Miſchief, and licentious Strife ; 
And Paſſions raging with impetuous Tides, 
A Sea of Troubles beating on your Sides; 


Such is the Mundane Life, when at the beſt, 


A Scene of Troubles, and no Pauſe of Reſt ; 


For which great Kings have thought in former Days, 


And ſome great Heroes Muſic no Diſgrace; 


5 | To 
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To which fam'd Alexander's Love was ſuch, 
His Father, tho? unjuſtly, blam'd him much; 


As if his Time in Muſic were too long, 


As too much skill'd in Fiddle and in Song. 


Muſic the Semblance of the Bliſs above, 
Which tunes Mens happy Souls to what they love; 

Muſic the beſt of Comforts chat are here, 

Which enters by the Organ of the Ear ; 

And raiſes pleaſant Sentiments of Things 

In him that hears, or plays, or ſweetly ſings 3 

Name what you can that will divert you more, 

Can Remedy the Hyp, or Vapours cure; 

Why Judgment giv'n but to diſcern the Voice, 


Which is the rough, which the harmonious Noiſe? 


By him that has the univerſal Rule, 


By him that is all Harmony, all Soul ; 


P-p The 
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The Faculties of th' intellectual Mind, 


For this by the Almighty were deſign'd 


That we who liveall ſorrowful may know, 


And have ſome little Comfort here below; 


And not be in continual Sorrow drown'd, 


But ſometimes eas'd by the harmonious Sound, 


Should you with ſhining Eloquence declaim, 
And with gay Oratory Muſic blame; 


Would any to your Sentiments ſubmit, 


Or be prevait'd on by your ſhammy Wit, 
To have a mean Opiaion of the Thigg, 
Or think it were prepoſterous to fing 3 


Fatieu'd by Study and exceſſive Pains, 


Mulic diverts us by its melting Strains; 
When by ſome great Misfortune you are griev'd, 


Mnfic is that by which you are reliev'd; 


VVI ch 


. 


: 5 q 2 r . 5 n | 
3 Z ns * . SET . : * 
Wy Ws FE ” 8 = 5 15 2 DEG 9 P £ 7p» r 3 . 2 "a . 
! ßßßßßßßßßßßßßßßßßßßßß“k!! os EO OIITOIS 
5h E „ b ESE or ꝛðé2 ð T ̃ͤ ß ͤ xe 5 - A , 
| 4 * * en Ee BE Eo i KK Sas 2 5 TRIES: Ie 4 i a; 8 
Ne « — * * B K ants Ae eZ et oe In 3 — . : DEC he 15 F 
3 e r 2 2 — 9 Ml 5 et l 20 : 5 . . 
* 2, ot o * * TJaE + - E 1 > * * * \ 7 ws 4 N . 7 : 
: * 4 1 1 . . : 2 - BSE 
h g * . ; 3 . 7 COS 


Miſcellany Poems. 287 


With Cares perplex'd, or Troubles lore oppreſs'd, 
Muſic the Thing by which we are releas'd; 
Muſic the beſt of Things the Worid can ſhow, 
Al ot the only Comfort here blows 
You 85 yon Shepherd on yon ſhady Grove, 
Repuls'd by the fair Object of his Love; 
Where his Belinda flying from his Arms, 

0 
Runs to another, and unveils her Charms ; 
Unmindfal of the Lover's Sighs and Tears, 
And all his Plaints, which ſhe relentleſs hears; 
Let him deſiſt from Sighs, nor much complain, 
But give her Scope, and ſhe returns again; 
If ſne prove ſtubborn, turn away your Eyes, 
Diſdain as much as ſhe does you deſpiſe , 
If ſtill unmindful of your mournful Tale, 
Strike up with Song like the ſweet Nightingale 5 


P p 2 Divert 


5 
? 
| ! 
1. 
' 
' 
1 
1 
'F 
1 : 
19 9 
i 
4 ” 
>» 
12 
1 * 
iA 
; ; 
; 
p ? $ 
2 At 
l 4 
0 1 
| $ {1 
Lan 
1 
1 
N 
ie 
| 1514 
'F "414 
, 4 4 
' 43 
: (MITE L 
1 fi 
'N 
1 
an 
Mt 
? 
$i! 
[4 17 
. TT 
' I 
Rain 
T 1979 1 
15 
3 P 
' [1 


— a A 0 CAE IO LOO 
— CHER >" OO 
990 — 


— 
— — — — 
a” * 
—— — —— — — — 
———— X—é— — 


288 Miſcellany Poems, 


Divert yourſelf with chearful Roundelay, 

Or with the tuneful Pipe begin to play; 
Succesful oft this Way has Muſic been, 
And cur'd the wounded Lover of his Spleen 
Not that all Muſic always is approv'd, 

But divers Sorts by divers Humours lov'd ; 


Some love the Pipe, the Tabor much admire, 
- 


But fome the Dulcimer, and ſome the Lyre. 


For many Reaſons which we need not name, 
The Pipe was formerly of evil Fame; 
J he Inſtrument of Lewdneſs and of Sin, 
Deſtroy'd the Lungs, and brought Conſumptions inz 
With ſuch a ſtrict Compreſſure of the Breath, 
The melancholy Cauſe of ſudden Death ; 
Which when obſcrving where it had been us'd, 


How great Corruptions had been introduc'd ; 


In 
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In order to prevent their wretched State, 
That thus they might not grow emaſculate, 
Lycurgus gave his Subjects ſtrict Command, 
They ſhould not uſe it in the Spartan Land ; 
Which notwithſtanding ſeems a little odd, 
The firſt Inventer ſhould be thought a God ; 
Be ſo much worſhip'd by Tegean Swains, 
For his ſweet Muſic in Arcadia's Plains. 

Another Sort of People much admire, 
And have a Veneration for the Lyre; 


A tuneful Inſtrument, which we are told 


Was ev'ry where reſpected much of old; 


The ſweeteſt Muſic ev*ry one allows, 
F.xcepting only when we give Abuſe; 

In which Themiſtocies took no Delight, 
This Inſtrument was not his Favourite; 


It 
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It was too ſotc tor any martial Toil, 

Which did the Courage of the Hero pon; 
For which by the ignoble Multitude, 

The noble Hero was thought over rude; 

In Manners unpolite and ſome thing baſe, 
And with the Perſiaus held in ſome Diſgrace; 
Their Way of Living being delicate, 
And not agreeing with the martial State. 


By Nature wiſely made and well deſign'd, 
Some love one Muſic ſore another Kind 
But why ſhould Men command us what they pleaſe, 
And force upon _ Will what diſagrees? 
The Muſic which with m2 bears greateſt Sway, 
Is the ſweet Muſic on the Holy-day 
When in the ſacred Temple we rejoice, 
With cheerful Song and a melodious Noile ; 


When 
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When we give Glory to our God on high, 

With Hallelujahs peeling thro? the Sæy; 

Here we ſuch Raptures and ſuch Pleaſures feel, 

As Saints and Angels that in Heaven do dwell. 
Your wanton Airs are an Abuſe of Song, 


Which but ſeduce and lead the Silly wrong; 


They make him walk contrary to his God, 


| And turn the eaſy from the upright Road; 
3 In crooked and ungodly Paths he goes, 
Contrary to the Duty which he owes; 

"F He cannot ſave himſelf with all his Wit, 

3 But headlong down he falls into the Pit; 
But when the pleaſant Melody is made, 


3 Sung by the Voice, or by the Organ play'd.; 


1 In ſolemn Manner in ſome ſacred Place, 
= And, as is meet, we give Jebovab Praiſe; 


* 
* 
In pl 
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In pleaſant Numbers and the artful Sounds, 

In which the ſweeteſt Harmony abounds, 

With how much ardent Zeal muſt we break forth, 
His Praiſes ſing, his Glory and his Worth; 

His Glory ſing that made us to exiſt, 

Who gave us every Thing with what is beſt ; 

His Glory and triumphant Praiſes ſing, 

That gave us Breath and every other Thing; 
Exalt his Worth, with Glory be on high, 

To him the Maſter of the ſtarry Sky : 

Such is the Harmony which we deſpiſe; 

In which the lovely Path of Virtue lies; 

What Fools are they that blame the heav'oly Song, 
Ki he Hallelojahe from the bliſsful Tongue; 

With Hearts and Tongues unite in giving Laud 
To him that is the great and glorious God. 


How 
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How happy were thoſe Times when, as one ſays; 

One could not walk into the public Ways; 

But he muſt ſee or hear ſome round abour, 

Some in the Fields, ſome in the Woods devout $ 

Some at their Prayers kneeling on their Knees, 

Or ſinging Pfalms when pruning of the Trees; 

When driving on the Wain, or ac the Plow, 

Devouter much than any People now; 

With Bibles in their Hands, Heav'n in their Looks, 

Or reading ſome religious godly Books ; 

Inſtead of which we only now can hear, 

Great Murder-Oaths, and neither Pſalm nor Prayer; 
Becauſe ſome make a wicked Uſe of Song, 

And wanton Airs may lead the Silly wrong, 

ls Song the Fault, or muſt we Muſic blame, 

Which ſtil} will have a venerable Name? 


29 Excluding 
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Excluding wanton Airs from Muſic's Grounds, 
Nothing can equal its melodious Sounds 


Things of the greateſt Worth may be traduc'd, 
And Men of faireſt Characters abus'd; 
But muſt the Wiſe and Virtuous want Eſteem, 


Becauſe the Vitious or the Worſt contemn ; 


Or Muſic ſuffer in its Character, ; 
Becauſe, perhaps, you want a tuneful Ear; ; 
With you it may no Entertainment find, ; 


With ſome enflames Devotion in the Mind ; 


A true Devotion, ſuch as can be known, 


By the fair Trial of the Mind alone; 
Devotion, which is much the beſt of Things, 
And the chief Ornament of greateſt Kiugs ; 


To which no Crowns can equal Comforts give, 


Nor any Splendour with which Courtiers live, 2 


When 
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When Nero ſet reſplendent Rome on F Ire, 

And ſweetly ſung to the reſounding Lyre 3 
With an inhuman Pleaſure overjoy'd, 

To ſee the fair Metropolis deftroy'd ; 

The faireſt City which the World could boaſt, 
Sank into Ruins, and in Rubbiſh ei 


Her Beauty gone, and into Aihes turn'd, 


With Joy abounding for what others mourn'd ; 
Muſt we to Nero's Song the Thing impute, 


And not the Inclinations of the Brute? 


The Inclinations which might well become 


The wicked Man that ript his Mother's Womb ; 


The wicked Man that was Rome's greateſt Curle, 


And made a Romany Conſul of his Horſe, 


'T hro? Cryſta] Regions and the Silver Sky; 


Wich how much Swiftneſs feather' ] Creatures fly 


Q q 2 How 
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How bend with Nimbleneſs and upwards ſoar, 


And thro? the airy Countries make their Tour ; 


By ſimple In'cin& mov'd, and nought beſide, 


Untaught by Art, and Nature only Guide; 
We cannot but admire with great Delight, 
To lee them how they wing their upper Flight ; 
But when they whiſtle with their melting Strains, 
In ſhady Forreits or in verdant Plains 

The Muſic that they make exceeds all Tongue, 
And nothing fo delightful as their Song : 
The human Voice is admirably ſweet, 

But nothing but the Concert held complete ; 
When the ſweet Tenor, Treble, and the Baſe, 
And every Thing is in convenient Place; 

All duly temper'd by ſome ſkilful Hand, 
That does the Grounds of Muſic underſtand. 
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The Pcople underneath the ſcorching Sun, 


Believe their Youtna by Muſic is undone ; 

The wicked vagrant Crew of Egyp's Soil, 

Are of Opinion it does Manners ſpoil ; 

For which they curb it with their penal Laws, 
And gravely judge, they have ſufficient Cauſe ; 
But you muſt ſhow yourſelf extremely dull, 
A perfect Cockſcomb with an empty Scull, 

If {weeteſt Muſic to you fairly tim'd, 

Excite not Jovely Virtue in your Mind, 


When Orphens tun'd his Lyre the Foreſt rung, 


| The Savages attended to his Song; 
The Sovereign Gods of Rivers ſtopt their Floods, 
A The Sylvans liſten'd in the ſhady Woods; 


The Queen of Hell, Proſerpina, was glad, 


Grim Pluto pleas'd, and Joy toucht every ſhade ; 


Eu- 
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Euridice return'd again to Life, 

And Orpheus took Poſſeſſion of his Wife; 

But looking backward, of his Love afraid, 

F orgetful of the Promiſe he had made, 

With wiſhful Eyes to fee his lovely Fair, 

She vaniſh'd with a Sigh to fleeting Air; 

No more to be vis Joy, no more return, 

But left him to deplore her, * for ever mourn. 

The Knowledge of a Man is much confin'd, 

And Error common to the Human-Kind; 
Conducted by a Milt, and with a Cloud, 

Wie often muſt miſtake the narrow Road ; 

| External Blandiſhments have ſuch a Sway, 

They lead the Glly ſenſeleſs Man aſtray; 

Imperial Reaſon ſtript of her Command, 

And all our ſhining Virtues at a ſtand ; 


What 
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What can we do bewilder'd in this Maze, 

But view with Pity and with Wonder gaze? 
To ſee ourſelves ſo ſinful and ſo frail, 

To ſee and not be able to prevail: 

Such is the fleeting Scene in which we live, 
Which does ſmall Proſpect of much Comfort give; 
For which no Cure like Muſic can be found, 
Of inſtrumental or of vocal Sound. 

Should you behold ſome miſerable Wretch, 

All helpleſs lying on yon ſandy Beach, 

Muſt you not pity and his Caſe deplore, 

To ſee him naked on an unknown Shore? 
Such our Condition 1s by wretched Fate, 


Doom'd to the Owlings of our preſent State; 


In fearful] Expectations of a worſe, 


If not prevented by a timely Courſe. 


When 
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When poor Arion was on ſtormy Seas, 
Where ſavage Mariners do what they pleaſe z 
The wicked Crew would have Arion ſain, 
Had not he ſtept into the wat'ry Main; 

The filly Fiſhes much more kind then they, 
Came round about him having heard him play; 
They view Arion ready to be drown'd, 
Delighted much with his harmonious Sound: 
View poor Arion and his trembling Lyre, 

And much his tuneful Inftrument admire ; 

But when they ſee the rolling Surges come, 
And threatning Waves to be Arion's Tomb, 
One of them much more loving than the reſt, 


Diſdains to ſee him with the Waves oppreft ; 


And to the human Species ever kind; 


17 
e 


Comes to his Aid as if by Jove's Command, 


Saw Statues of their Friends, dead long ago J 
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And ſets him ſafe upon the diſtant Strand; 
Thus he return'd to Leſbos once again, 


Sav*d by a Fiſh from drowning in the Main. 


When Quintus Fabius and great Scipio, 


They ſay the Statues of their Anceſtors, 
Inſpir'd the noble Heroes for the Wars; 
They call'd to Mind the Dangers they had run, 


The great Exploits their ancient Sires had done; 
With high Ambition flam'd to do the ſame, 
And purchaſe Honour and immortal Fame. 


External Images fair Thoughts imprint, 
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Like ſplendid Gold come lately from the Mint; 


In worthy Minds will fair Ideas raiſe, 


Of lovely Virtue and becoming Praiſe: 
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When the external Splendor is beheld, 

We cannot but with Admiration yield. 

Should you with Raviſhment ſee the Devoirs, 
Of pious Chrittians in our ſacred Choirs ; 

Or hear us in our Temples when we ſing, 

And give due Glories to the higheſt King; 

With how much Order and ſweet Harmony, 
We worſhip the immortal Majeſty ; 

Would not fome ſudden Thoughts in you ariſe, 
And ſet the greater Bliſs before your Eyes; 
Then call to mind what Saints and Angels do, 
How ſweetly ſing, and much more humbly bow ; 
With greater Ardor worſhip God above, 

With better Order, and more laſting Love ; 
Sometimes Confuſion happens in the Throng, 

But this no Fault of Muſic, nor the Song ; 3 
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It to our Duty we but well attend. 
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Sometimes we do not well attend the Sound, 
And in the noiſy Tumult Senſe is drown'd; 


But ſuch Miſtakes we eaſily may mend, 
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Tyrannic Reign, or unhappy 
Condition of Deſpotic Rule 
and Arbitrary Government, 
{uch as that of FRANCE and 
SPAIN. 


Ins LETTER to 
Madam W 1 DDRINGTON. 


AS ever ſuch another Monſter born, 


As wretched Nero was to overturn 
The mighty Empire which ſo long had ſtood, 


Ce mented firmly with the Romans Blood; 


Embroil 
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 Embroll the People in their Civil Wars, 
And ſet their Chiefs together by the Ears; 


To make ſo many Provinces revolt, 
From ſuch a Monſter by his ſingle Fault 


He burnt the Capitol with Flames of Fire, 


Which other Nations did ſo much admire; 

He ſtain'd the Temple, ſpread the Pavement o'er, 
The Marble Pavement with their Blood and Gore ; 
He put an End to the Cz/arean Line, 

Eſteem'd ſo great, ſo mighty, and divine; 
Deſtroy'd the City in a Funeral Pile, 

As fair as great Auguſta in our Iſle; 


To put an End to Miſchief and to Strife, 


As weary of his ſavage wretched Life; WP 
He ftabb'd himſelf, the moſt becoming Thing, 3 
bi | Which might adorn him,for which Rome might ſing; 
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Sceninus would have done it, but his Slave, 
Tricking the Maſter, would the Villain ſave; 
The Poniard which Meliehius rightly gueſt, 1 
Was ready to be plung'd imo his Breaſt, | 
Preſerv'd the Victim, and ſecur'd the Beaſt : 
Such Nero was, but Plenty had of Wit, 

Such flaming Wickedneſs did he commit; 
With greateſt Artifice he did cajole, 

And got Sabinus to the Capitol, 

And unawares entrapt him in his Toil ; 
Secur'd with Subtilty the mighty Man, 

The darling Brother of Veſpaſian; 

With all the Havian Race he fairly ſet, 

And unawares ſecur'd them in his Net; 


His wicked Tools attending on his Call, 


With cruel Sword and Fire deſtroy'd them all; 
Re- 
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Regardleſs of their Moans, their Pray'rs and Tears, 
Such Pity have the Tygers and the Bears, 

But ended by his Death their future Fears: 
Such was the worthleſs Ty rant's worthy Fate, 

The Curſe of all his Subjects and their Hate 5 

But George commands with gentle eaſy Sway, 

And loving Subjects chearfully obey 3 

By Law he rules, no arbitrary Will, 

And we in Duty all his Laws fulfil; 


The great and mighty George now holds the Rein, \ 


And will command poor gaſconading Spain, 


White Norris and Duke William rule the Main. 
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CALUMNY: 
To Mr. Wilkinſon Kirſop. 


O Paint this Monſter as it ought to be, 


Requires much finer Strokes than come 


from me; 


I The worſt of Vices common in our Days, 


| We leſſen others, thus b diſgrace; 


a Life and Reputation i is my Due, 
And why deſtroy'd by ſuch a one as you? 


Lam True Briton, where no Tyrant reigns, 


But ſacred Monarchs in the happy Plains: 


8 ( | The 
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The belt of Perſons commonly have mot 
With this uncivil and unhandſom Treat: 
Thus fell at Athens Socrates the wiſe, 
Thus Laud among ourſelves a Sacrifice; 

Both ſtudy*d how to do their an Good, 
Both were oppreſs'd by the unruly Mob; 

To charge ſuch virtuous Men whoſe Character 
Is ſpotleſs as the Sun, as Cryſtal clear; 

Wich Faults unknown, behind the Back, unſeen, 
To wound their Fame, is daſtardly and mean; 
With Shew of Friendſhip to be thus betray'd, 
When no Defence can to the Charge be made; 
Than ſuch an Evil, nothing can be worſe, 

Such Perſons worthy of the greateſt Curſe; 


But we ourſelves are often much to blame, 


Give juſt Pretence to wound another's Name ; 
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| [n Tittle-tattle take ſo much Delight, 
We give Encouragement to ſhow their Spight ; 
| The Make-bate whiſpers foraething in my Ear, 
With Joy I liſten, and with Comfort hear; 
| It is ſome Fault committed by my Friend, 
' And in a Calumny the Tale muſt end; 
; The Matter as a Secret is conceal'd, 
| And I in long and ſtrange Suſpenſe am held; 
4 | At laſt breaks forth, You have been injur'd long, 
Four Friend a Traitor with a double Tongue; 
| I wonder how he can abuſe you thus, 
: And treat his Friend ſo rudely as he _ j 
Then he begins moſt furiouſly to rail, 
And I perſuaded with the wicked Tale; 
Grow angry till the growing diſcord Flames, 
Not to bequench'd with all the Water in the Tham:5; 
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On Velvet Leaves and Bloſſoms of the Trees, 

On fragrant Flowirs thus Caterpillars ſeize 3 

T hus ſpiteful Spiders by an Ambuſh draw, 

The gilded Inſects to their wicked Maw 3 
Till in Alembic as by Alchymy, 


The piteous Creatures are enwrapt and die. 
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C ALUMNI. 
To Mr. Wilkinſon Kir/op. 


IHIS Serpent's Temper of che vi per's Brood, 

Whoſe ſpreading Venom taints the Maſs 
of Blood ; 

Wich baneful Calumnies and forged Lies, 

Depraves the Virtuous and degrades the Wiſe 

To have an Antidote againſt ſuch Scorn, 

Who would not wiſh Monoceros his Horn? 

The Unicorn they ſay is ſeldom ſeen, 


But has an Antidote againſt the Spleen 3 
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The bitter Gall an Emblem of this Vice, 

Was taken out before the Sacrifice 3 

Wiſe as the Serpent, harmleſs as the Dove, 

The Chriſtian Motto, teaches Chriſtian Love; 
We all contend for Value and Eſteem, 

And the moſt vitious would moſt virtuous ſeem; 
But far ſrom this we one another tear, 

Devour like hungry Wolf and ſhaggy Bear. 

I would not value much the vulgar Vogue, 
But would be on my Guard againſt a Rogue; 

1 am bold Briton and no Courage lack, 

Wound me before and not behind my Back. 
Would you have Honour ſeek to be approv'd, 
By ſuch as virtuous are and well below 

By the Judicious, tho* in Number few, 


And not the motly and the ſcnfeie's Crew: 


Thus 
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Thus will your Glory with true Luſtre ſhine, 
As does the Sun in the prependent Line; 
Thus with the Sons of Wiſdom on your Side, 
You ſteddy ſtand againſt the raging Tide. 
I love an open but a legal War, 

ö If you have Courage ſhew it if you dare; 


The Multitude is like a Hurricane, 
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Which whirling with much Fury thro' the Main; 
Sinks feeble Barks of the inferior Form, 
But large and better built out ride the Storm. 
To be facetious merits greateſt Praiſe, 


But mingled Scandal muſt the Friend abaſe; 
The wicked Blite deſtroys the hopeful Grain, 


And makes the painful Plowman's Labour vain; 


The fading Bloſſoms ſhow the froſty Morn, 
The Buſhes bar'd of Leaves the C anker-Worm 4 
'The 
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| The fawning Hypocrite fair Angel ſeems, 
| But 49roztes like points fiery Beams: 
{ You mult be born and bred in Billingseate, 
|} 
id Or have ſome Cuſter-woman for your Mate'z 
1 


Or feed yourſelf with rich Ragouts of Snails, 
Whoſe wicked Ingenie ſo far prevails. 
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To the Right Worſhipful 


Sir EDWARD BLACK ET T, Bart. 


2 HE utmoſt Dangers cannot terrify 


| The mighty HERO, but will bravely dye 

18 field of Battle for the Chriſtian Caule, 

The King, his Country, Liberties, and 
Laws. 

Theſe are the Things that his great Courage raiſe; 

Theſe are the Things have cverlaſting Praiſe : 

But in the bloody Field of Battle ſlain, 


For ever will his Monument remain. 


2 Tu k mighty Swede, altho' in Courage bold, 
And clad in Skins, by Reaſon of the Cold; 
B With 
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With Cuckold's Horns upon his gilded Brow, ; 
For Terror more than oſtentatious Show; 5 
With armed Cairaſſiers, and mighty Force, 


The numerous Squadrons of the prancing Horſe; [ 
In icy Dale, or ſnowy Mountain Top, 


Can never make his mighty Courage drop: 


Such is the Courage of the truly brave, 
His Study is his Country how to ſave. 
In foreign Seas, or on the icy Coaſts, 
Beneath the Torrid Zone where Phebas roaſts; $ 
Among the Infidels, if they oppoſe, s 
Among his greateſt and the worſt of Foes : 
Beneath Bootes, or great Charles his Wain, 

| Where hugeſt Bebezorbs infeſt the Main; 

Among the People hid in dark ſome Caves, 

1 Which ſeem not Houſes for them, but their Graves. 


Beneath the Equinox in ſultry Shoars, 
Among the People called Black- a. moors; 
| Where hoary Neptune bound in Ice remains, 


Or in the Floods where dreadtul Hurricanes, 


q On ſnowy Mountain Tops pil'd high in Air; 

| [| Where darkſome Night continues half the Year, 

| | Beneath black Clouds where Tempeſts whirling down, 
The dire Tornado, and the dread Monſoon, 


Sink the rich Veſſel, and the People drown. 
. 
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; In all Difaſters which the Man ſurround, 
. In Zembla's Land, and every Spot of Ground; 


The Courage of the HERO never fails, 
But over Death in every Shape prevails. 


War Honour may not ſuch a Man attend, 
That does his Country and his King defend? 
His King and Country, two endearing Things ; 
What like our Country? greater than our Kings? 
The one with Reaſon we may well deſpiſe, 
Inglorious lives, and as inglorious dies ; 
The other will procure immortal F ame, 


Great as the World can give, and laſting as its Frame. 


WUEN Poras with the Macedonian fought, 
It was not Honour of the Field he ſought ; 
His Courage Axiamne did inflame, 


He ſought the Love of the illuſtrious Dame: 


But having loſt the Honour of the Day, 

To fave his Life, in Litter run away 

Loſt what he ſought, the Comforts of a Wite, 
He loſt his Kingdom, and he loſt his Lite. 
One of his Court, a Villain, and ingrate, 
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Did baſely murder and aſlaflinate ; 
A Villany which never had been done 


By him that claim'd to be great Aumoa's Son; 


So condeſcending, yet ſo much aſpire; 
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But would have given back what he ſubdu'd, 


With ſo much Honour, HEROEs are endu'd. 
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W1TH equal Honour T hamas Kouli Kan, 
The greateſt HERO, and the braveſt Man: 


When Conqueſts made, and many Thouſands ſlain, 


With greater Honour gave them back again ; 
When Provinces ſuperior to theſe, 

Within the Bounds of European Seas; 

With matchleſs Honour, and a gen'rous Soul, 


Reſtor'd them forthwith to the Great Mogul. 


WITH ſo much Honour HtRots are endu'd, 


When Provinces and Kingdoms are ſubdu'd : 


Who can but ſuch great HERoes much admire ? 


Such moral Virtues muſt have heav*nly Praiſe, 


When no more Nights, but everlaſting Days. 


The 
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To the Right Worſhipful 


Sir HENRY MANWARING, Bart. 


HEN Charles the Fifth was Sing of Gallic 
W. Lands, 

And happy Vaſſals bow'd to his Commands, 

A great Civilian at Aleucon lived, 

And by fair Numbers of rich Clients thriv'd; 

His Name was Monſieur Aignand, of Renown, 


Well known thro' Country, and the noiſy Town: 


He had a Wite, and ſhe was wond'rous fai; - 


But Beauty, without Virtue, proves a Snare. 
A Roman 


CNA 2 bn 
)Y 4 PS\e 


* 4 


- 3 * ——— 22 


For who would willingly reveal his Shame? 
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A Roman Prelate, to the Fleſh inclin'd, 


Was ſafd to love her, and be over kind; 
And ſhe in Love did with' his Lordſhip join, 
But loving leſs his Perſon than his Coin : 
For our good Prelate did not ſpare his Gold, 
But let it run to melt the ſtubborn Mould. 


With much pretending to the Cuckold Spouſe 


Ot Love and Friendſhip, haunting much the Houſe; 
To him the greateſt Secrets were reveal'd, 

And nothing of the Family conceal'd : 

Reſpected always as a welcome Gueſt, 

For who ſuſpects a holy, harmleſs Prieſt ? 


Until at laſt the Monſieur's aking Corns, 
Made him believe his Forehead ſwell'd with Horns; 


For ſeeing them ſo often in the Dark, 


He ſmelt, the Lordly Prelate came a Spark : 


But, as an honeſt Cuckold, cloſe did keep 


The Secret in his Breaſt, and let it ſleep; 


Or to the World his Cuckoldom proclaim ? 


IN the ſame Town another kind of Don, 
But better bred, liv'd Monſieur Meſtris Son; 


His Father was Commander of the Horſe, 


And by his Valour rais'd the Siege of Tours: 


Miſcellany POEMS. In - 


In much Eſteem with Nobles of the Court, 
And in the Army had: a good Report. 

His Son a gallant, ſparkiſh Gentleman, 

Was ſomething tall; and of a handſome Mien; 
Each Limb with due Proportion happy ſate, 
His Looks were manly, manly was his Gate: 


His cherry Lips, and Eyes as black as Sloes, 


And on his Checks the Lilly and the Roſe: 

A little Downe and Dimple on his Chin, 

And white as Alabaſter was his Skin. 

This Gentleman 1aw oft the Proctor's Wite, 

And having ſeen her, lov'd her as his Life: 

The Wound was deep by Capid's Arrow ſent, 
And thro? the Bones, and thro' the Marrow went; 
But ſuch his Air, ſo happy his Addreſs, 

He vanquiſh'd ſoon, and made the Trouble leſs: 
Their Meetings frequent with the ſame Deſire, 
With much reciproc Love and mutual Fire; 

But this ſame Gentleman and welcome Gueſt, 
Knew nothing of intriguing with the Prieſt, 
Whom ſhe in Love Affairs did entertain, 

Not out of Love, but hopes of better Gain: 
One Evening, as the Spouſe and Prelate fat 
Together in the Parlour, ſomething late, 


Of 
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Of her good Husband, that deny'd her nought, 


She, with a few diſſembling Kiſſes, ſought 
To have the Liberty to take the Air, 


The ſmoaky City diſagreed with her. 

Her Husband granted ſoon what ſhe deſir'd, 
And to the Country ſhe with haſte retir'd: 
But being come, writ, ſudden, to her Spark, 
To come that Evening, ſudden, in the Dark ; 


And nat to fail her, by their tender Love, 


But haſten quiekly thro? the ſilent Grove. 


' The Lordly Prelate having lov'd the Punk, 
Firſt, to ſecure him, made the Husband drunk, 
Then to the Country ſudden does repair, 


And thither comes before ſhe is aware. 


SH E, more intent upon the other Match, 
Was ſomething forward to give him Diſpatch; 
For Venus is not fond of Men, when old, 

But may comply with them for tempting Gold. 
The lovely, graceful Youth, as proud as ove, 
Comes to the Aſſignation of his Love; 
But ſtrangely was ſurpriz'd, to have it ſaid, 

He mult not enter, and Excuſes made : 9 
But, when conſider'd that the Husband might 4 


Come on a ſudden, and be there that Night, 4 
Was : 


ty : N * * a 
Bo 2 n - 4 7 n Fo S e — * 9 , n 
— a — See 7 2 r N % ; — . r Jn — "IL * a . . " , 
: 3 7-2 IIS RES * * 1 0 — OS _ is 4 . Px N % 29 n ; 2 et 0 ” = 7 K Gy 5 3 ä N 4 - ? — * ** — 2 ao * 1 a 
. ; g ; 5 
. 


6 
"© 
a4 * 
* 
5 
ix 
A 
L 
5 
4 
4 
& 


Miſcellany POEM §. "SY <4 


Was well enough contented to abide, 

A nd have Admiſſion for that Time deny'd ; 
But, on the Morrow, when the bluſhing Prieſt, 
Came from her Room as from ſome luſcious Feaſt, 
And it was certain what the Damſel told, 
Who was before retain'd with Gifts of Gold, 
All full of F ury, kindled all with Flame, 

It was no more, my charming pretty Dame: 
With Paſſion fir'd, a thouſand I imes he ſwore, 
He would not ſee the wicked Woman more; 
But would himſelf to Solitude betake, 

And ſhun the Race of Women for her ſake. 


SHE, knowing nothing of this ſudden Turn, 


Nor what had been occafion of the Scorn, 
Sent for the Sparkiſh Gentleman to come, 
As waiting for him in a private Room, 
Excuſing every thing was done laſt Night, 
And calling him her Dear, and ſole Delight : 
He, raging as a Madman, ſtamps and ſtares, 
A thouſand Oaths by his Redeemer ſwears, 


That Women are unconſtant as the Wind, 


And he will be revenged on Womank ind; 


For tho? ſhe kindly thus an Offering brings, 


Tis only Prieſts touch conſecrated Things. 


—— She 
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She underſtood x * XK K * * * „ * * * * 
Unto Aleucon, ſudden, he repairs, 

To ſhake off inward Grief and killing Cares : 
No more deceitful Charms of Beauty move, 
Nor does he hand her thro' the ſhady Grove. 

In vain with flattering Words does ſhe careſs, 

In vain ſhe tempts him with a ſilken Dreſs, 

Her wicked Actions with the Prieſt reclaim, 
And move the ſullen Youth with ſudden Shame; 
Deſpiſing now what once he much approv'd 
And hates the wicked Woman whom he loy'd. 
In vain all her Efforts, their Influence ſmall, 
With all her Art, ſhe cannot him recall; 
Fa Deſpair torments her wicked Breaſt, 
She ſeeks Revenge where once ſhe thought her bleſt, 
Before her Husband charges him with Crimes, 


And making ſtrange Attempts on divers Times 
Againſt her Virtue; and would Counſel give, 


That at Argenton they might happy live; 


For to Alencon how could ſhe retreat, 


Where ſuch a wicked Villain had his Seat? 
How, live with any Comfort in the Place, 


Aud lee the Villain with a brazen F ace? 


One 
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One who preſum'd to offer ſhameful Love, 

How muſt his Sight a daily Torment prove? 
Argenton was not diſtant many Miles, 

Where they might live ſecure from Traitors Wiles, 
Intreats her Husband they might there retire, 

And live with equal Love and chaſte Deſire. 

Our good Civilian ſoon gave his Conſent, 

And with the fair Propoſal was content: 

Argenton did an equal View afford, 
And with his Buſineſs well enough accord; 

But when the Hurry, which was ſomething great, 
Of their Remove, came to a ſettled State, 

Upon the Youth, Revenge for his Diſdain 

Sat on her Breaſt, and kindled in her Brain ; 

And thus to compaſs her unjuſt Deſigns, 

To Monſieur Menſtril's Son direQs theſe Lines. 


«I CANNOT longer bear your wicked Jeſt, 
« You wrong my Converſation with the Prieſt : 
« Unworthy Man as lies by Woman's Side; 

« My Reputation ſhall be juſtify'd.“ 


5 OUR pretty Gentleman was much enrag'd, 
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Aud, on the Point of Honour, deep engag'd 
| (3 To 
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To keep all ſecret in his ſilent Breaſt, 

And what had paſs'd betwixt her and the Prieſt ; 
And ſudden to the beauteous Lady went, 

To know the guilty Charge, and what ſhe meant. 
Attended with two Servants as his Guides, 

Thus from Aleucon to Argenton rides, 

Where ſoon enquires, and finds his Miſtreſs out ; 


For tho' ſhe was no Saint, ſhe ſeem'd devout. 


THERE is a Church which Jacob's Name commands, 
Where ſhe was worſhipping with uplift Hands, 5 
With white of Eyes reflected to the Sky, 

He like a Facobin juſt kneeling by, 

But ſoftly whiſpers in her private Ear, 

That he was come to Holy Church to Pray'r, 
And there to vindicate his injur'd Name 


From an Aſperſion, where he was no blame. 


THE Lady knew this was no proper Place 
To hear the Matter, and diſpute the Caſe: 
And tho' he might a Man of Honour prove, 
Some Satisfaction's due for flighted Love; 
And therefore bids him come unto the Houſe, 
And clear her Reputation to her Spouſe ; 
| For 
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For he had heard the ſcandalous Report, 


And ought to have ſome Satisfaction for't. 


O VR gallant Gentleman was always brave, 
And could be any thing unleſs a Knave, 
And read'y condeſcended to the Dame 
To give what Satisfaction ſhe wou'd name; 
And after High Maſs finiſhed does come, 
With profer'd Service to conduct her home, 


THE Lady, all in Airs, with grand Neglect, 


Does all his profer'd Services reject; 

But as a cunning and diſſembling Wheen, 
Says, In your Company ſhould I be ſeen, 
My Husband having ſuch a jealous Head, 


It would Diſturbance and much Miſchief breed; 


And therefore you had better walk alone, 
Than give occaſion to the jealous Clown : 
But, if you pleaſe to give your Servant leave, 
We may do much my Husband to deceive ; 
For, when ſome Opportunities preſent, 


I'll give you notice by a Meſſage ſent. 
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THE Gentleman conſented to her Will, 
Believ'd her Words, ſuſpecting nothing ill, 
And to his Lodgings went with Thoughts ſecure, 
And waits impatient for the happy Hour. 


WHEN thither come, his Servant found her Dogs. 


With fair and civil Treatment to his Mind; 


Preſuming all was on his Maſter” $ Score, = 
And that the Lady lov'd him as before; 5 
And often with much Freedom did demand, 


If to his Maſter ought ſhe would command. 


SHE always ſudden!y made Anſwer, No; 
And told him ſtill, The Seaſon would not do. 


WHEN So/ had run his Courſe thro? Weſtern Roads, 
And was gone down to ſee the Antipodes, 
And in his Zenith with full Luſtre ſhone 


To People underneath, by us unknown; 


Day far from us remov'd, with joyful Light, 


And, in his ſtead, come doleful, gloomy Night, ; 
The waiting Servant was diſpatch'd to fetch ; 
Our Gentleman away with ſwiſt Diſpatch ; 4 
But to excuſe himſelf for coming late, f 


And ſay, his Miſtreſs did impatient wait. . 
Tuus : 
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 Tavs ſilly Birds fly careleſs to the Net 
Which is in Ambuſh by the Fowler ſet; 
So he, poor Youth, not dreaming of Miſhap, 
Falls headlong in the unavoided Trap. 


ATTENDED by the Servant when arrives 
Where Monſieur Aignand the Civilian lives; 


Alights from Horſe, and down into the Houſe, 


But does not ſee the filly Cuckold Spouſe. 


A wiCKED Damſel only waits his Doom, 


Conducting him to an adjacent Room; 


Where ſhe, before inſtructed what to ſay, 
Intreats him courteouſly, A little ſtay, 
For her good Miſtreſs needs muſt ſee his Face 


Before he enter'd, and but gone to dreſs; 


But that he might not hinder comely Love, 


Prays him the waiting Servant to remove; 
Accordingly the Servant was diſcharg'd, 


And to his happy Liberty was enlarg'd. 


An! wretched Men, how great are your Fatigues ? 


What winding Labyrinths? What dark Intrigues ? 


What 
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What Miſchiefs come upon us with ſurprize > 3 
Which ſhows us Fools that would be counted wiſe. 5 


ASCENDING up a Pair of darkſome Stairs, 

And thinking to his Miſtreſs he repairs ; 

When he the wiſh'd for Chamber had obtain'd, 

But thinking ſtill another Step remain'd, 

His uplift Foot falls down with ſudden Noiſe, 
And inſtantly he hears the Proctor's Voice; 

For thus it was among the Crew decreed, 

To catch the Bird, and make the Victim bleed, 

Says Monſieur Aignand, with an artful Tone, 

There is ſome Villain in the Houſe, Begone ; 


And one Gervizi anſwer'd out of hand, 
o greater Villain liv'd in Gall:c& Land, 
Hir'd for the Purpoſe, and had oft embru'd 
His wicked Hands in ſpilling guiltleſs Blood) 


Sir, *tis ſome Villain come to rob your Houſe. 


With that, they all fell on with heavy Blows ; ; 


And tho? our Gentleman was truly brave, 
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And with a wond'rous Courage did behave, 


Was murder'd by them, ſpeaking not one Word, 


— But, Thou, have mercy on my Soul, O Lord. 1 
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EpHESIAN MAT RON. 


T. 0 


Sir HENRY LID DEL, Bart. 


2 T Epheſus there dwelt a happy Pair, 
A virtuous Husband and a Lady fair: 


No ſullen Jars, nor Diſcontents of Life; 
The Husband happy with a loving Wife. 
She him obey?d ſtill as her Sov'reign Lord, 
And he return'd, my Dear, at ev'ry Word. 
Thro? Epheſus the joyful Tydings rung; 
Their mutual Love thro* Epheſus was ſung. 
By ev'ry one their Friendſhip was deſir'd, 
By ev'ry one ſuch mutual Love admir'd. 
He was the Pattern of all Men believ'd, 
And ſhe the Honour of her Sex retriev'd. 
From Neighbour Towns the People flocking came, 


To ſee the Husband, and the virtuous Dame; 


| D But 
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But worldly Comforts do not always laſt, 

A ſadden Damp was on the Bleſſing caſt, 

Ihe Husband dy'd, by envious Fate remov'd, 
From the fair Object he ſo dearly lov'd; 

With Floods of Tears ſhe bath'd the thoughtleſs Clay, 
With Floods of Tears, ſhe cry'd, A diſmal Day ! 
But Floods of Tears afford her no Relief, 

No Floods of Fears can cure the ſwelling Grief. 
With Lilly Hand ſhe ſtroak'd the lifeleſs Head, 
And caus'd them richly to embalm the Dead: 
She beat her Breaſts, as ſolemn with the Greeks, 
And fill'd the arched Room with diſmal Shrieks; 
From vaulted Roof the diſmal Groans rebound, 
And Eccho's anſwer with ungrateful Sound : 
She-rends her Cloaths, and tears her harmleſs Hair ; 
She views the Dead, and ſees her Husband there. 
Alas! ſhe crys, My Comfort is no more; 

Alas! ſhe crys, My Dear is gone before : 

I now muſt ſpend my Days in future Pain, 

A poor and helpleſs Widow muſt remain. 

In vain all Arguments to her were us'd, 

They brought no Comfort, which ſhe ſtill refus'd. 
The City Magiſtrates would her perſuade, 

And her Relations give their willing Aid, 


Her 
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Her honeſt Neighbours counſel her to live, 
But to no Purpoſe wholeſome Counſel give. 
Thus ſhe continued faſting ſeveral Days, 
And ſome did wonder much, and ſome did praiſe : 
At length the mournful Hearſe with Grecian Rites 
Was uſher'd to the Ground with Flambeaux Lights. 
She in deep Mourning follow'd always near, 
And ſhuts herſelf within the Sepulcher: 
A faithful Damſel only her attends, 
And thus abandons all her deareſt Friends. 
The Tomb where ſhe inclos'd herſelf was damp. 
Her faithful Servant waits the dying Lamp, 
Who trims the Wick, and at another turn, 
Stirs up the Oil to make the Taper burn, 
And with her Miſtreſs mingles briny Tears, 
And comforts her, or in Affliction ſhares: 
But, the reſolv'd, to every thing was deaf; 
Reſolves to die with Famine, or with Grict. 
About this [ime the Governor of Greece, 
(Pctronias is my Author, it you pleaſe) 
Commanded Robbers on the oublick Road 
To hang on Croſſes, for the Publick Good: 


A private Soldier having ſtrict Commands, 
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To keep their Bodies ſafe from thieviſh Flalids, 
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As he was carctul on his Watch by Night, 


Percciv'd, it ſeems, a little glimm'ring Light; 
Appreaching nearer, heard a quer'lous Noiſe, 
Which he conjectur'd was a Female's Voice; 


Advancing further, with a ſilent Pace, 


He underſtands it was a Lover's Caſe; 

A Woman that was beautiful and young, 

With Looks all languiſhing, and Paſſions ſtrong ; 
A Coffin by, was bowing down her Head, 
And, looking on a Corpſe, ſhe kiſs'd the Dead. 
It was the melancholy, mournful Cave, 

In which, we told you, was the Husband's Grave. 
The Soldier having enter'd without Care, 

(For few good Manners with rude Soldiers are) 
The Lady was ſurpriz'd with ſuch a Sight, 

To ſee an armed Man that Time a Night, 
Shrieks out aloud, and thinks herſelf betray'd, 
And claſps her Arms about the Servant Maid: 
The Damſel was as much ſurpriz'd as ſhe, 

And thought it might ſome airy Phantom be, 
Some wand'ring Spirit that its Wav had loſt ; 


Or that it was, perhaps, her Husband's Ghoſt. 


With trembling Limbs they both grew pale and dumb, 
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And both reſolv'd to quit the hideous Tomb. 
But 
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But Things abate when they are in Extremes, 

And our wild Fancies often prove but Dreams. 

This was no Spectre, but the Centinel, 

Intending them no Hurt, but wiſh'd them well. 

With much Compaſſion forth again he went, 

Returning, ſudden, to the Monument ; 

And brought ſuch flender Commons as he had, 

Inviting them to eat, and not be lad. 

Says he, Fair Madam, long has been your Faſt; 

And with much Abſtinence your Spirits waſte : 

Your Loſs is great, but Patience is the Cure; 

We ſhould ſubmit to what we muſt endure, 

Alas! what does ſuch Mourning ſignity ? 
Your Grief is uſeleſs, for we all mult die. 

Vnerring Providence directs Affairs; 

You cannot bring him back with all your Tears: 

You but oravoke the wiſe and juſt Supreme, 

By Tears too many, and a Grief extreme. 

Such Arguments were us'd, which might evince, 

The Man had Pity, and not little Senſe. _ 

But our fair Lady, but provok'd the more 

With what ſhe knew as well as he before; 
Incens'd that ſuch a Stranger ſhould preſume, 


To give them ſuch Diſturbance in the T'omb, 


b Cries 
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Cries out, Alas! the Soldier's mighty rude! 


Cries out, Alas! why does ke thus intrude ? 
She tears herſelf, (her I refles careleſs hung) 
And on the Coffin her fair Body flung. 

Take me! ſhe ſays; Take me, thy welcome Guelt ! 
Take me, dear Husband ! Still I love thee beſt ! 
The Centinel was bold, as Soldiers are; 

Ey'd full the Lady, ſaw her wond'rous fair: 
The pretty Creature won his tender Heart, 

And he attacks her in another Part; 

Convinc'd, perhaps, that he might well perſuade, 
And win the Miſtreſs, if he woo'd the Maid. 
All other Reaſons to no purpoſe try'd, 
Attempts to win the Damſel to his Side. | 

Fair Maid, ſays he, you want a little Food ; 

A little Eatables will do you good : 


You welcome are to any thing of mine; 


Here is a Cup of rare delicious Wine. L 
With that ſets down a Morſel of cold Meat, 0 


Some Greecian Wines, and bids her drink and eat. "= 


The fragrant Fumes of Wine had reach'd her Noſe; | 


The Wine was wiſh'd, from which the Fumes arofe. 


She anſwer'd ſoftly, I am ſomething faint ; 


I cannot live without ſome Nouriſhment : 
| I am 
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Her Blood was warm, and Purple in her Face; 
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J am not, like my loving Miſtreſs, croſt, 


Nor have I an endearing Husband loſt. 
With that ſhe ſtretches forth a brawny Hand, 
(She was aſham'd to make a plain Demand) 
Accepts the gen'rous Offer of the Man, 
And eats a Morſel, and drinks up her Cann. 


With ſuch Recruits her Vigour grows apace, 


And what would ſhe but turn a Sycophant, 
And make a Sinner of the pretty Saint? 


Dear Madam, ſays ſhe, you are much to blame 


To ſtarve yourſelf: It is a burning Shame. 

The Anguiſh that you. ſhow is but 1n vain, 

You cannot bring the Dead to Life again. 
What will the People ſay when you are dead, 
But you had Whimſies, and a craſy Head? 

The flowing Time will come with ſudden Years, 
When we ſhall have occaſion for our Tears; 
When trembling Limbs refuſe the ſweet Delight, 
And ſnowy Age has made the Mountain white; 
But when in Youth, and in the blooming Morn, 
Is this the Day for happy Dames to mourn ? 


Were your good Husband in another Place, 


He might perhaps determine ſoon the Caſe ; 


But 
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But filly Women by their Paſſions move, 


And will have Tyrant Grief for trueſt Love. 

You ſee before your Eyes the doleful State 

Of what we come to by untimely Fate ; 

Enjoy with Comfort what the Fates do give, 

Both God and Man, and Nature, bid you live. 
Altho' you made a ſolemn, haſty Vow, | 

No raſh Engagements pious Gods allow. 

The Lady paus'd a while with Thoughts noe aa ; 
(She in her truſty Servant much repos'd) 

She wip'd her Eyes, and thought the Counſel good, 
Reach'd forth her Lilly Hand, and took ſome Food. 
I need not tell you what was after done, 

The Cittadel befieg'd was almoſt won; 


The Soldier, joyful with his ſtrange Succeſs, 
Began to think his future Troubles leſs ; 


And was encourag'd by the faithleſs Maid, 

By whom the beauteous Lady was betray'd. 

His bold Attacks at firſt Reſiſtance found, 

But fill the gallant Soldier held his Ground: 

Says he, Fair Madam, I too much preſume, 

And let your hallow'd Lips pronounce my Doom. 
To ſee a Lady, late a virtuous Wife, 

To make a Sacrifice of precious Life 


For 
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For Aſhes cold, and the relentleſs Dead, 

Wou'd make a Heart of Adamant to bleed. 

If Jam rude, or any ways diſpleaſe, 

I ſupplicate your Pardon on my Knees. 

I love you, Madam, and I bleſs the Day, 

If your fair Hands ſhall take my Life away. 

Ariſe, ſays ſhe, my honelt Centinel ; 

You worthy are to be ſome Colonel: 
You ſhew great Courage; and, with wond'rous Art, 
You play the Soldier and the Lover's Part. 

What you have done, I cannot diſcommend ; 

I take you for an honeſt Man, and Friend. 

The Soldier bluſhes with the Things he hears, 


For Joy his bladder'd Cheeks o'ertlow with Tears; 


The Courſe ſeem'd almoſt won by what was ſaid, 
The reſt was finiſh'd by the careful Maid. 

Cries ſhe, Can you refuſe to be the Wife 

Of this kind Stranger that has ſav'd your Life? 
Did only my Condition equal yours, 

I muſt take him for better and for worſe; 

He ſhows ſuch Tokens as may truly prove 

He nothing means but true aud virtuous Love: 
But Heaven ordains ſuch Happineſs for you, 

And your rare Merits claim him as your Due. 

| E Then 
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Then wipe away your Tears and former Grief, 


Since Heav'n ordains and ſends you kind Relief; 


Waſh from your Face thoſe unbecoming Stains, 


And take ſuch Comfort as kind Heav'n ordains : 


For certainly in Heav'n you have good Friends, 
That for your Loſs have offer'd ſuch Amends. 
The Lady was perſuaded now to yield, 

And our glad Soldier triumphs in the Field; 
For what could any feeble Woman do, 

When ſuch a gallant Soldier came to woo ? 
They ſhut themſelves together in the Vault 
Three Nights together, conſcious of a Fault; 
The Entry to them faſt with Iron Bars, 

And our fair Venus was in love with Mars. 
Thus ev'ry thing was ſecret, all was cloſe, 
From coming Friends or their ſurpriſing Foes ; 
But if, by chance, a ſudden Stranger come, 
He ſees all ſhut, and inſtantly goes home; 
Cries, Yonder lies the fair Epheſian Dame, 

A happy Woman, of moſt virtuous. Fame. 

She by the Coffin of her Husband lies, 

To wicked Cupid falls a Sacrifice. 

The Soldier ev'ry Morning goes away, 

And leaves his Lady by the Break of Day, 


4 a 
* ; 4 


The 


Miſcellany POEMS. 


With his good Fortune fully ſatisfy'd, 

And charm'd with lying by a Lady's Side. 

By Day lays up Proviſions and good Cheer; 
At Night returns to ſee his lovely Dear. 

But while he was on idle Pleaſures bent, 

A ſcurvy Trick was play'd, with dire Intent: 
Some wicked Partners of the thieviſ Gang, 


Unwilling always that a Thief ſhould hang, 


Did watch the Gallows in the Gallant's ſtead, 


And taking one away, ſecur'd the Dead. 

The Morning comes, the Soldier haſtes away 
From his fair Lady at the Peep of Day; 

But finds a Body miſſing with Surpriſe, 

And ſearches all about with careful Eyes. 


What can he do? the Body is not found, 


But carry'd off to ſome more hallow'd Ground. 


Swift he returns, all mournful with the Loſs, 
And thinks on nothing but the curſed Croſs; 
Tells his fair Madam how the Matter ſtood, 
How he reſolves to ſpill his precious Blood. 


Says he, We have a Governor this lime, 


Will hang a ſilly Man for any Crime. 


5 * 
55 5 2 


35 


28 Miſcellany POE MS. 


With threat'ning Pains he gave me ſtrict Commands, 


To keep the Bodies ſafe from thieviſh Hands. 
Fair Lady, of my Burial pray take care; 

I care not much for dangling in the Air: 

Let me but ſoftly lie within this Cave, 

And lay my Body near your Husband's Grave. 
With that he wav'd his glitt'ring Sword around, 
As if to kill himſelf: The Lady ſwoon'd ; 

But pouring Water on her Snow-white Skin, 
She from the ſudden Fit return'd agen. 

Alas! ſhe cries, and muſt muſt I loſe you both ? 
And be twice Widow in my blooming Youth ? 
With that a lucky Thought came in her Head, 
To fave the Living, and hang up the Dead. 
With ſudden Joy tranſported, and Surpriſe, 

To ſee the Lady's Wit, and rare Device; 


The Soldier threw bim humbly at her Feet, 


Cwning her Love was much, and Kindneſs great. 


With uplift Hands, a thoufand times he bleſt, 
A thouſand times he kifs'd her Purple Velt ; 
Nor was the Lady and the Damſel flack, 
To truſs the Husband on the Soldier's Back: 
Thus hauling him along, they forward paſt, 


Ang to the wicked Gibbet nail'd him falt. 
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But do not wonder at this Lady fair, 

For Ladies fair like other Women are. 

The Morning after, early with the Sun, 

Which bluſh'd to fee what Wickedneſs was done, 
Two City Friends went for the Sepulcher, 

To ſee the good and pjous Matron there. 

Your Citizens, in Summer, love the Fields, 


Which yield more Pleaſure than the City yields ; 


And having both of them ſome Time to ſpare, 


They fetch'd a Compaſs for more wholſome Air: 


But coming thither where the Gallows ſtood, 
Upon a riſing Ground, and near a Wood, 

They looking up, by Accident eſpy'd, 

And ſoon perceiv'd their loving Friend that dy'd; 
For rich Embalment had preſerv'd his Fleſh, 

His Features fair, and all the Colours freſh. 

With Conſternation they were ſtruck, to ſee 

T heir honeſt Friend in ſuch bad Company ; 

And might have brought him off with greateſt Eaſe, 
But that they fear'd the Governor of Greece: 

But now, unmindful of the Sepulcher, 


And of the pious Matron that was there; 

And being certain that their Friend was come, 

They knew not how, from his fair Marble Tomb, 
They 
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They ran to Epheſus with frightful Speed, 
And told the ſtrangeſt News about the Dead. 
The frightful News thro' Epheſus was borne, | 
As it proclaimed by the Huntſman's Horn; | 
The diſmal I ydiugs {oon ſpread thro* the Town, 
And ſome believ'd the Day of Judgment come. 
Upon their Knees ſome pious Perſons fell, = 
And others cry'd, The ſtrangeſt Spectacle ! ? 
The People flocking to the City Gates, 
Some tumbled down, and others broke their Pates : 
But ſome, like wicked Infidels, did ſay, 

How to the Gallows could he find the Way ? 
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And for her Repreſentative muſt own; 
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UPON 


BROOMPARK, 


And ſome of the 
COUNTRY SEATS 


OE THE 


Neighbouring Gentlemen. 


| 1 0 
LANCELOT ALGOOD, Fſq:, 


\ ROUND us, in an open Country, ſtand, * 
Fair Seats of Gentlemen on ev'ry Hand; 
Fine Gentlemen grace our Northumberland. 


But where ſhall I begin, to pleaſe you beſt, 


Unleſs fair LYMIN GTO excel the reſt ? 


Where FENWICK, always ſacred to the Muſe, 
With pleaſant Gardens has a beauteous Houſe ; 


FENWICK! the Pride of rich Newcaſtle Town, 
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FExnwick! a Name which has a graceful Sound, 
Which Hills do eccho, and the Rocks rebound. 


NExT, by Command, if ought commands Avail, 


We carry you to BowTON UPON AYLE, 


A Burn, or River, call it what you pleaſe, | 


Which eaſy Motion rolls to German Seas. 
Here is a Houſe that beautifies the Town, 
The Gentleman that owns it, Maſter BR O.]ẽ N; 
A Gentleman of pretty large Eſtate, 


But covets not the Grandeur of the Great. 


NEXT, T1TTLETON preſents us with a Hall, 


Compleat the Fabrick, but the Fabrick ſmall ; 


Where Maſter W1LKX1E is Inhabiter, 


Ally'd to BURREL, COLLINGWOOD and CARR; 
To many other Families of Fame; 


The Gentleman of an unſpotted Name.“ 


— 


M Muſe would reſt, but who to ſing forbears 


When beauteous SHAWD ON in his Sight appears ? 
The Structure looks with much Magnificence, 

By Maiden Siſters built at vaſt Expence; 
Whoſe 
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But Sol is ſetting on the Weſtern Main; 
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Within it ſeems a Nurſery of Saints : 
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Whoſe noble Tower all the Fields difdains, 
Levels the Hills, and overlooks the Plains. 
Bleſt HARGRAvE, Owner of the happy Seat, 
My Muſe would fain lie proſtrate at your Feet; 
And you adore, and you congratulate : 
But awful Reverence bids me with- hold, 


My impious Muſe muſt not be over bold, 
Nor with unhallow'd Hands your Altar touch, 


But as ſome humble Vaſſal you approach. 


Br now to BROOMPARKX I ſhould turn again, 


] ſee the Evening Shadows come apace, 


And my poor Mule is jaded with the Race. 


THE Morning comes, and from the Eaſtern Seas 
Aurora riſes with a ruddy Face; 
Awake, my drowſy Muſe, and Time beguile, 
And ſing aloud the venerable Pile. 
Sing BROOMPARK HOUSE, Apollo gives Command, 
And draw the Pencil with an even Hand; 


Superior much to what the Artilt paints, 
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Where you may ſweetly walk, or tumble down. 


Between theſe two are many uſeful Things, 


Which every trifling Poetaſter ſings ; "ll 
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Without extending much both long and wide, 
And L the Letter does the ſame divide. 


HERE pleaſant Groves, where Lovers may repair, ) 
And bill like Turtle Doves, and Notes confer, 
And utter Things another ſhould not hear. 


There the loud Thrilling of inchanting Birds, 
On verdant Boughs ſweet Melody affords : 
Here ſoft and eaſy Beds of Graſs are ſhown, 


 TowaRDs the North, and ſomething in the Shade, 
A Wall of Stone with even Plummet made; 
A Graſs Walk underneath, and one above, 


Where one may ſweetly walk with his true Love. E- 


TowaRD3 the Southern Side, an Earthen Mound, 


Here ſet with Philra, there with Laurel crown'd: 


But my Delight is in the fragrant Herbs, 4 


The painted Flowers with party-colour'd Garbs. | 


HERE 
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HERE Vi'lets, Pinks, and Gilly-flowers blow, 
There Tulips, Lillies, make the radiant Show. 


*Tis true, they are not open to our Sight, 


Nor do they raiſe ſuch wonderful Delight, 


As when in happy Summer they are ſeen, 
When Flowers bloſſom, and the Herbs look green. 


But from apparent Lines we may conclude, 


The Picture fair, altho' the Draught ſeems rude : 


Thus Seeds and Roots in Boſom of the Earth, 


Which lie entomb'd, in Summer may come forth. 


I Now to other Things ſhould turn my Lay, 
But Dinner's ready, and 1 muſt away; 


For how can I endure to tarry here, 


When fair BORIT LA ſhines like Angel there 


F 2 FILTH. 
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1 O 


LANCELOT ALG00D, Eſq; 


V 


E ſpeak the Language of the ſacred Gods, 


And with the great Sublime diſperſe your Clouds: 
The Ignorant inſtructed, and the Dunce, 

By us that are the great Apollo's Sons. 

The Treatment we have from you ſomething coarſe, 
Oft hungry, ſometimes meatleſs, which is worſe: 


You have the Honour, we take all the Pains ; 


Is this a due Reward for warbling Strains ? B 
The Thirſt of Honour ever muit inflame, : 
The laſting Thirſt If never dying Fame. y 
We give you Honour, which is but your Due; f 
But claim ſome Honour back again from you. : 
Should we withdraw the Pictures of our Pen, } 
We could make Monſters of you, and not Men. 1 

Demetrius j 
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N Demetrius was by Alexander bred, 
| And in his Conqueſts did the Man ſucceed ; 
And Prolomey, one of his Comerades, 
Both of them noble and true Bilboa Blades: 
They had no Av'rice, they had no Hate, 
But Honour was the Point they aimed at : 
They treated every Foe as if a Friend; 
And every Man ſuch Treatment muſt commend. 
No Gold nor Money valu'd, nor ought elſe, 
Ineſtimable Jewels, nor coſtly Pearls; 


But Honour was their Purpoſe and Deſign, 

Be Money yours, but Honour ever mine. 

Thus Philip's Son, the Macedonian Youth, 

When he had conquer'd all the Eaſt and South, 

With Honour ſhone in all he did or ſaid, 

Unleſs when Drunkenneſs had made him mad ; 

Which Siſygambis found, the Perſiau Queen, 
5 With Honour treated, ſuch as ſeldom ſeen : 
But after dying, void of all Relief, | 
She languiſh'd, and ſhe pin'd away with Grief. 
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Joun RE ED, Eſquire. 
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The greateſt Curb we have againſt the Times, 


HY may not we the pungent Satyr uſe, 


The indefeaſed Birthright of the Muſe? 


To ſhow Mens Follies, and to laſh their Crimes : 
With wiſe Apollo ſtrike the Monſter dead, 

And nail the barbed Arrow in his Head. 
Invectives ſometimes prove of mighty Force, 
And we can often take no other Courſe. 

When Wickedneſs is grown to ſuch a Height, 
Why may not we do God Almighty right? 


The Pulpit does not always reach their Ears, 
But ev'ry guilty Man the Satyr fears. 1 
As Light'ning flaſhes, or as Thunder rolls, 3 
It pours a dreadful Tempelt thro' Mens Souls: 4 
A Way 4 
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A Way the ancient Poets always choſe, 
To do themſelves all Juſtice on their Foes. 
At Attica the Liberty was great, 

| Permitted Bards by Licence from the State, 
With high Commiſſion, and their Powers full, 
To laſh the greateſt Man, without Controul: 
What they had ſeen, whatever they had heard, 
They had this Right, and would not be debarr'd, 
To name their Perſons on the publick Stage, 

| Of ev'ry Quality, of ev'ry Age. 
The Moderns too have us'd it with Succeſs, 
Which recommends the Freedom of the Preſs. 


T HE 
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Unhappy Condition 


OFTHE 


GAWEN AYNESLyY, £/q;. 


HE only Glory, where they chance to live 
* And muſt the Envy of all Tongues ſurvive, 
The brighteſt Ornaments of ev'ry Place, 
The Offſpring of a more than human Race. 
Apollo's rightful Sons we much deſpiſe, 
Regardleſs of them, look with ſquinting Eyes, 
| Becauſe a little ſhabby, ſomething poor, 
And till the Wealthy and the Great adore. 
We now-a-days muſt cringe and make ado, 
Be beat like Spaniels, and be thankful too; 
The 
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The Aſſes cenſure, and the empty Sculls, 


They are the Wiſe, and others only Fools. 
Poor Homer, I muſt needs condole with you, 
Such Grief is to your ſacred Aſhes due: 

The greateſt Songlter in the Land of Greece, 
But wanting Bread, and hardly worth a Piece. 


What Pity is it ſuch ſhould ride the Waves, 


Chain'd to their Oars, or be like Galley Slaves? 


In antient Tyre they knew much better T hings, 
The God of Wiſdom was above their Kings. 

In the ſharp Siege of the Phenician Town, 

The great Apollo was faſt nailed down. 

They thought them ſafe in preſence of their God, 
And made him faſt to Hercules his Club; 


But artful Poetry, the precious Gem, 


Is now of low Account and ſmall Efteem : 


| Inſtead of a Reward, they feldom fail, 


To come into a Dungeon, or a Jail. 
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10 


Madam DAVIS ON. 


Midſt vain Tumults and the pompous Noiſe, 
5 Which are the Craftſman and the Stateſ. man's Joys : 
Amidſt the ſenſual fading Pleaſures here, 

Which hardly felt but quickly diſappear ; 

Without Embaraſſment of anxious Strife, 

The greateſt Bane attending human Life ; 

In ſuch Confuſion of ſuch myſtick Things, 

Of which the lovely Prior ſweetly ſings, 

May evermore an upright, Conſcience lead, 

And I go ſoftly to the duſty Bed : 

Then, if there is a happy State above, 


I ſhall with Triumph meet the God I love; 
But it NO Bliſs, nor one that wiſely rules, 


Nor Tortures afterwards for wicked Souls, 
I ſhall not be the worſe for being good, 
But lie amongſt the undiſtinguiſh'd Crowd. 
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TEMPERANCE. 


100 


LANCELOT. ALG OO pb, E/q:. 


ME coſtly Entertainments what you plcale, 
L Indulge yourſelf in ſoft and gentle Eaſe; 


With all the Dainties furniſh well your Board 
'The Earth can yield, or diſtant Seas afford: 
When you have done, and furniſh'd the rich Dill., 
With rareſt F owl, the molt delicious Fiſh, 
And gratify'd each Senſe, do what you can, 
You cannot call yourſelf the happy Man. 
Ihe happy Man is ſober, juſt and wite, 

Aud plunges not himſelf in filthy Vice, 

From the luxurious Lives our Nobles live, 
We trace Diſtempers, and their Woes derive: 
A while ſome Phyſick, or the Bath ſupplies, 


Ihe cangirons Want of wholſome Exerciſe, 


(7.5 But 
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But the abſtemious Life, with needful Food, 

And which wiſe Nations ps'd, was always good. 
The ancient Druids were our Britiſß Bards, 

Our warlike Youths ſtood round them as their Guards ; 
Their Office facred, and in great Eſteem, 

And fometimes Rivals with the Diadem : 

Such were their ſacred Prieſts as well as Bards, 

Juſt in their Lives, and ſacred in their Words; 

The Woods their Temple, and the Shades their Choir, 
And ſweetly warbled to the tuneful Lyre. 

Beneath ſome branched Oak the Harp was tun'd, 
And thro? the Foreſt went the melting Sound; 

Their Habit plain, but ampie in their Food, 

Fruit from the Tree, or zather's in the Wood. 

They drank no Wine, but Water from the Spring, 
Such as kind Nature did ſupply and bring. 
Thus, without Phyſick, they prolong'd their Days, £ 
And hymn'd in ſacred Songs their Maker's Praiſe : i 
But in rich Scarlet dreis'd, with Purple tine, 


Inſtead of Water, we drink coftly Wine. 
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LANCELOT ALG OO bb, Eſq; 


W ITHOUT thy Aid, O Bacchus, God of Wine, 
| Imploring no Aſſiſtance from the Nine, 


Let me prepare my Voice before I ſing, 


And fetch me Water from the Cryſtal Spring: 
From Bezzer's Fountain ſweetly poppling up, 
Give me a Brimmer in the largeſt Cup: 
Theſe never ſhall be any Friends of mine, 
That love not Water, but prefer the Wine. 
When lovely Water runs thro” ev'ry Vein, 


The Verſe runs ſmoother, and in higher Strain. 


YouR ſtrong fermented Liquor, which beguiles, 
Obtains the Praiſe of ſome becauſe it ſmiles ; 
But when it flowers moſt the Traitor lurks, 


And in the ſparkling Cup the Poiſon works. 
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BEFORE the Sons of Men in Vice' were ſunk, 
And toſs'd their Cups, and got ſo often drunk, 
Their Lives were long, thrice happy were their Days, 


Then all was Paradiſe and Edeu's Praile ; 


But when they ceas'd to drink pure Element, 
And in ſweet Innocence found no Content, 
Black Miſchief ſpread her Wings with foul Diizrace, 


Their Lives curtail'd when ſinful were their Ways. 


IN Agypr's fruitful Soil and fiery Clime, 
What with the ſultry Heat and filthy Slime, 
Diſtempers breed and much infeſt the Shore, 
But when the Waters ſwell are ſeen no more: 
For this the Men of Agybt worſhip Nile, 


Which well rewards them with a fruitful Soil. 
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A Grain of which would make you more admir'd, 
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On a PERSON pretending to be a 


P © LK 


To the INGENIOUS 


Madam ROB EER T S. 


K 


XN O D you be one of great Apollo's Sons; 
Y A perfect Ingram, and an errant Dunce? 
You a Deſcendant from ſo great a Houſe? 

Or you pretend to cope with any Muſe? 
Exprefling not yourſelf in Language fit, 


Nor having, in ten Lines, one Dram of Wit; 
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Than filly Fancy, that you are inſpir'd. 

Inſpir'd! quoth I, nay every one diſdains; 

Jove's Daughters tell you, yon have little Brains: 
No God of Wiſdom, nor is Jove your Friend; 
What is the Privilege that you ptetend ? 
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At ſacred Delphos you have never been; 

Nor near Parnaſſus, nor at Hippocrene. 

You never ſipp'd at the Caſtalian Spring; 

Dull as a Datchman you pretend to ſing: 

For Shame! give over; what Pretence have you 
To claim ſo great a Title as your Due? 


Conſider Thamyras his wtetched Fate; 
The Fiddle at his Noſe, with nodding Pate: 


Becauſe he knew on Fiddle how to play, 


And underſtood to ſing a Rounde lay, 

The filly Man in Song would be above 

The ſacred Daughters of Almighty Jove; 
With which incens'd, they tore him all to Bits, 
But having firſt depriv'd him of his Wits. 


Some only ſay, They ſerv'd him in his kind; 


They broke his Fiddle, and they ſtruck him blind, 


3 
5 
7 
« 
. 
* 
9 
. 
F 
* 
r 
7 
* 
A 
T4 
bet 
et 7, 
I, 
4 . 
I 
* 
* 
& 
1 
1 
. 
1 ” 
. » 
Faw.” 
„ 7 
7 
5 
. 
rl 
s 7 
ie 
I 


We] 
E 
&\ 
4 
4 ; 4 
15 


K 
. * 

22 

3 


** 4 


Miſcellany POEMS © 49 


D Wu | 
ON W #44 | 


On the ſame. 


To the INcEnNious 


Madam RO B53 ER x Ss. 


* O U write ſo much Bombaſt and filly Stuff, 
5 L I am obliged to take a little Snuff ; 

In pain for you I uſe this little Trick, 

To hide my Bluſhing for the wooden Stick. 
Inſtead of Nottingham and mighty Stout, 

With me you reliſh like ſome Yorkſhire Grout. 

Be well advis'd, and never drop agen, | : 
Such undigeſted Matter from the Pen. 

You muſt be impudent if you pretend 

To think the God of Wiſdom is your Friend. 

The Criticks all will riſe againſt the Cull, 

x And ſoundly banter ſuch an empty Scull. 


H Exa- 
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Examine well, and ſearch Things thro' and thro”, 


Before you make ſuch oſtentatious Shew ; 


Correct the Errors which muſt needs eſcape, 

The Cubs well lick'd aſſume the ſmoother Shape : 
By painful Study, with revolving Thought, 

The artful Piece is to Perfection brought. 


Pieces, on ſudden writ, on ſudden die, 

Will vaniſh in the Twinkle of an Eye; 

But when ſome mighty Genius ſhall ariſe, 

He ſoars aloft, and, ſteady, wings the Skies: 
You, like poor Dullman, when you ought to ſhine, 
Inſtead of ſparkling, write the feeble Line; 


You do but flutter when you ought to mount, 


But ſome for arttul Singing ſay, you grunt. 
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Madam B LAGER ET x. 


LEFT EN I. 
* } THE Subject never ſung by any Bard, 
By any I have ever ſeen or heard, 


Excepting little Sketches made to try, 
With feeble Pinions wing'd, if they could fly; 
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Of Iudia's happy Growth and fertile Soil, 
Brought with much Coſt, collected with much Tail: 
Declaim'd againſt by ſome with fervent Heat, 


Indulg*d by others with more gentle Treat ; 


= N * wr A * 4 1 — 2 9 n n 9 IF o 2 EE * 10 * * LAN, 2 N - * *. 8 4 
Gee Se $4 "Wo : f : * 3 F JJ ˙· Zig FN: FP F ²˙ AVA AP EE 
7 1 35 5 EY . = : — 1 ox — n REES | — 2 — 2 CG EOS EE & l JE » AF 2 —2 . > — 
1 7 bs e n tad; 5,4 DT GT I I. 2 . 4 . . q 4 - © 


Bur, ting'd with Saffron, dropp'd with Lavender, 
Is the beſt Cordial met with any where. 

Why may not we defend the Stranger's Cauſe, 
Since ſo much Goodneſs well deſerves Applauſe ? 
4 Amidit the Dances that have made Eſlay, 


Why may not I be Dunce as well as they? 
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Stand briskly up to vindicate with Praiſe, 


As well as they afſperie with foul Diſgrace: 


E De- 
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Defend the Product of the Syriaz Shrub, 

Againſt the bold Attacks of any Scrub: 

A ſoher Liquor, and the choiceſt Drink, 
Whatever they of little Judgment think; 

W bich gtight not ſaucily to be run down, 

And Tipſy made the Idol of the Town. 

Much Wine and Brandy muſt diſturb the Brain, 
Tho? ſome will ſay they help the warbling Strain : 
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With ſome ſtrong Heads a littie may agree, 
But nothing comparable to precious IE A: 


With Water mix'd you may the Fervour cool, 


And Tipſy make a comfortable Bow! ; 
But when the Texture is of fineſt Thread, 
There muſt be Poiſon, tho? the Heat allay'd. 


IN Italy, where live the fineſt Wits, 


They drink cool Liquors, and their choice Sherbets 3 


The Juice of Citron, and the Pomegranate, 


Of Lemon, or the oily Chocolate, 


The happy Product of the Cocoa Nut; 


From fair Jamaica comes the bleſſed Fruit; 


On Candy Banquet, or rich Marmalade; 
To every Art and noble Science bred; 


Among them few Spirituors Liquors uſe, 


And tne Bo:rackags worthily traduce. 
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Madam BLACKETT. 


LETTER<Hq, 
W 7ITH Tongue of Billing ſgate, and denen Face, 
We pour forth Scandal, and it ſpreads apace ; ; 


At firſt a Whiſper, then as Wild-fire runs 

Thro' Town and Country, like the Noiſe of 8 
We value neither what is right nor wrong; 15 
No Innocence eſcapes the wicked Tongue: 

We hardly can diſtinguiſh Friends from Foes, 

But equally receive ſame private Blows. | 

Not every Virtue can a Man ſecure, 


But Acquieſcence is the happy Cure. 


Beloved I E a, the Subject that I fing, 


A quiet Creature, and poor harmleſs Thing, 

By an unworthy Treatment, and hard Fate, 

From Womens Tongues has ſuffer'd much of late: 
They 
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They cry out, Silly and in ſipid Drink! 


Dejects a perſon, makes the Spirits ſink; 
Wants the immortal Salt, the ſweeteſt Oil, 
That comes from fair Heſperia's happy Soil; 
15 too aſtringent, bitter in the Mouth, 
Like Scots Langkale or Lacedemon Broth; 
Is over dry, and too ſevere in Taſte, 
And cannot be ſufficiently diſgrac'd. 
| Diſgrac'd! ſay I; who ſcandalizes TEA? 
No better Liquor in the World can de: 
| A Stranger too, not of our own Produce; 
But who a harmleſs Stranger would abuſe? 
| It keeps you ſaber, and muſt do you Good, 
| If you vor Tacos but underſtood : 
Will quench your Thirſt, create an Appetite; 
Cheer up the Man, and keep his Spirits tight. 


No bitter Gall of Mind comes after it, 


But ev'ry Pleaſure, and enliv'ning Wit; 


A proper Fluid to convey qQur Food, 
Dilute the Chyle, and clarify our Blood ; | 
Emaciates our Bodies, keeps them low, : 


But from groſs Humours all Diſtempers flow. 


TEA. 


r * 
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T0 


Madam BL AC R E Y Tx. 


LETTER III. 

1 ſpeak to purpoſe, and be ſomething free, 

With every Temper TEA will not agree: 
With Perſons ſomething groſs and overgrown, 
TEA may not reliſh, nor go ſweetly down; 
May ſeem at firſt a little harſh and rough, 
But by Degrees will reliſh well enough. 
Some are much ſhock'd when they begin the Trade, 
Have great Impreſſions on their Spirits made: 


The Countryman thinks it but Water warm, 


And neither profitable, nor does much harm. 


Tho! ſome are diſcompos'd when they begin, 
They find no Danger when their Hand is in; 
But, when accuſtom'd to it, growing wile, 


Exalt the lovely Liquor to the Skies. 
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In Alia, where golden Phebus ſhines, 

They taſte no Spirits, and they drink no Wines ; 
Forbidden Liquors to the Muſſulman 
By their great Prophet in his Alcoraz : | 
Croſs-legg'd, like Taylors fit, demurely grave, 
They call for Coffee, or muſt Salop have. 


Wx, Northern People, love good Beer or Ale, 
Some for high colour'd, others love it pale; 
Are all for Cyder, Perry, Mum, or Mead, 
Fermenting Liquors that affect the Head. 
With Brandy ſome fair Ladies mix their T E A, 
And Men of Quality drink rich Tokay : 
Mechanicks Porter drink, and think it beſt, 
But by the Gipſy wicked Gin is bleſt; 
A Liquor that burns down the inward Frame, 
And ſets our Bodies in a burning Flame ; 
Drowns all his Reaſon, and poor Man degrades, 
And ſends him quickly down the S:ygian Shades; 
A Liquor by the Vagrants much ador'd, 
And has deſtroy'd more Thouſands than the Sword. 


7 TEA. 
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TO. 


Madam BLACKEmT 


LETTER 1Vv. 


ELIGHTFUL to the Reliſh ever Tx a, 
The Ereen was never Favourite of mine, 


But chiefly the {zzperial and Bobea: 


To ſome ſeems pleaſant qualify'd with Wine. 
The Pekoe, as they ſay, exceeds the reſt, 

And that of Amber Colour thought the beſt ; 
At proper Seaſons drunk without Exceſs, 
Exhibits Comfort and the greateſt Bliſs ; 
Creates us no Diſtempers that are known, 


But happily exempts from Gout and Stone: 


Diſtempers killing are not hereby bred, 


But come from too much drinking of the Red, 


Traduc'd ſometimes from Parents to the Child; 
But many thouſands has baſe Claret kill'd. 
25 | 1 THE 
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THe Ottomans, a People ſomething nice, 


Live much on Water Gruels, feed on Rice, 


On ſweet Pomanders, and their Sugar Canes, 
Nor any of his Eatables complains. 

They drink ſweet Fluids of the healthy kind, 
And live with Pleaſure, and much Comfort find ; 
The Water Melon and the Pompion eat, 

The ſweeteſt Oranges their daily Meat ; 

The ſober People live on ſober Food, 

And would be Chriſtians did they know their God; 


But Rome, involving Things i in plain Diſguiſe, 


They keep themſelves to their Fool's Paradiſe. 


FERMENTI N G Liquors voughe but Miſchief breed, 
A troubled Spirit and an aking Head; 
But from this Ix DIA N and his fragrant Fume, 


. This happy Fluid, all our Bleſſings come: 


Health, Peace of Mind, and every worldly Joy, 
A pleaſant Liquor, and will never cloy. 
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MODE A.M TEA, 
PARAQUA. 


Madam BLACK E x x. 


HE RE is a pleaſant Liquor in our Days, 
T Inundulates the Veins, and has the Praiſe ; 
Commended by Phyſicians of the Town, 
Commands the Vogue, and will be better known, ; 
A noble kind of TEA, of Amber Hue, 


In uſe among the Great Ones, ſuch as You: 


Some call it PAR AND, exceeding good, 

Fetch'd from afar, and putiffes the Blood; 

Not of the Greeny Leaf, but ſomething White, 

Producing Health, by cauſing Appetite ; 
| 122 Above 


1 x 


Above all Gold, ſuperior to your Wealth; 
For what is Gold to your more precious Health 


Wx drink a TEA with Paucalus divine, 
The Colour Violet, but mighty fine; 
In Odour fragrant, ſuch 2 thre? the Fields, 
Fann'd with the Winds, the fair Arabia yields. 
Some CONGO love, "ſome H YSON much deſire; ; 
But many others other iT EAS admire. 
Men differ widely in their Thoughts of TEA, 
But I am mighty fond of good BO HEA. 
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"ON" THE 
Charitable Pancalus. 


W HEN wicked and ungodly Men combin'd, 


Ie amiable Man was always kind, 
After the Roman Cuſtom of Oniete, 
Gave what was worthy of him, what was meet : 
But, needing no Protector, nor Ecayer, 
While worthleſs gaping People did admire, 
To ſee bim lavich Sums at ſuch a Rate; 8 
But Pan SAL us is truly wiſe, and nobly great. 
Among all Ornaments that grace our Lives, 
That Virtue is the deſt that freely gives; 
Take Charity away, of no Avail 
Our other Works it Charity ſhall fail: 


The Lamp goes out unleſs with Oil you feed, 
The hungry Man muſt have a Piece of Bread. 


For this Nigella may be call'd a Saint, 


She always thinks on them that are in want; 
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But wiſeſt PANCALUS be ever mine, 
A charitable Man, a great Divine. 

Saint Lewis, greateſt of all Gallick Kings; 
The greateſt Charity, the beſt of Things ; 

The Ornament of all the Bourbon Race, 
Whoſe great Succeſſors owe him greateſt Praiſe. 
For Charity renown'd, for being ſtout, 
When dying, charg'd them all to be devout; 
But Words from dying Men claim due regard, 
And Charity will always have a due Reward. 
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The FRAGMENT of a 


LET FE FR 


On a BEAUTIFUL, 


YOUNG GENTLEWOMAN. 


W HEN in her gilded Barge, in bright Array, 
The Queen of Egypt, like the Queen of May, 


In Dreſs all beautiful, as Venus ſate 


Beneath a Royal Canopy of State; 
With ſounding Inſtruments of ev'ry Kind, 
And Silken Streamers waving in the Wind; 


With little Czptds, all in Martial Bands, 

Their Golden Bows and Arrows in their Hands; 
For Maids of Honour, all the Graces there, 
Their Garments looſe, and flying i in the Air. 

As the all pompous thus on Cyadnus ſail'd, 

The Courage of the Roman Hero fail'd ; 

Mark Anthony was taken in a Snare, 

Bow'd down an humble Vaſſal to the Fair: 

But Beauty ſuch as yours, with Virtue join'd, 
May be preſum'd to conquer all Mankind. 


The 
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The NE CESsS IT y of 


TRAYEL 


To make 2 Complete 
GENT L E MAN. 


My John Blackett, of Newby-houſe, 


Student in the Univerſity of Ox FORD. 


W HAT is the Reafon we degen'rate ſo, 
Bred up in Ignorance, and little know ? 
Like fluggiſh Aſſes, or as Drones in Hives, 


Why, paſs away, and ſpend our fleeting Lives? 

In Indolence and Eaſe confin d at home, 
Within the Compaſs of a narrow Dome. 

We feed like Gruntlers in their filthy Sties; 

Why, not improve our ſelves, and grow more wiſe? 


The Reaſon ſeems moſt evident to me, 


We do not foreign States and Kingdoms ſee; 
Their Maxims underſtand by which they reign, 
In Tempers inſolent, in Manners vain. 
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Conſume and waſte our Time and precious Hours, 
With Women of the Town, and common Whores. 


S Ucn Wickedneſs, and ſuch inglorious Things, 
In Ruin have involv'd illuſtrious Kings. 


They ruin'd him that was fair Per/ia's Head ; 
They ruin'd the great Monarch of the Mede; 


And will in future Ruin ſtil! involve, 


Unleſs well guarded with a firm Refolve. 


T HE noble Scot does travel every where, 
To every Court is welcome and moſt dear, 


And A beſt bann is the foreign Air. 


HERE Languages he learns that muſt adorn, 
And him accompliſh that is highly born; TE 
Here good Behaviour, which is not the leaſt 
Of Ornaments, and forms a Man the beſt : 
With many other Things which I paſs by, 

And which you cannot, if you would, deny. 
The Compaſs that we take is narrow Ground, 
The Circle that we make, a little Round, 
For which we are not ſo accomplith'd found. 
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We cannot ſee the Rarities that are 

In other Countries, and the charming Fair. 
We walk not in the ſpicy, fragrant Fields, 

Nor ſee the immenſe Wealth that Iadia yields; 
The Bars of Silver, and the Tuns of Gold, 
Nor Eaſtern Gems, and Diamonds behold. 
We cannot ſee the Pyramids, how grand! 
With what Expence each built by Royal Hand, 
And with that Guſto as in Egypz's Land. 

We cannot ſee the Ermines of the North, 

The Swarms of Goths and Vandals pouring forth 
From ſnowy Mountain Tops, and icy Coaſts, 
With neighing Horſes, and their dreadful Hoſts. 
We owe to Travel this, and much beſide: 


Muſt we become the univerſal Guide ? 


We may be valiant with a gallant Mind; 
But in a narrow Point we are confin'd. 


To ſee into the World will pave the Way, 


« 


Your Sun break forth with more reſplendent Ray, 


And Things in Clouds clear up to perfect Day. 
To early Travel ſuch great Praiſe is due, 


With much more Honour than J point to you. 


On 
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On a Virtuous and Beautiful 


Young GENTLEWOMAN. 


W 


Whom our illuſtrious Bards have worſhipp'd long, 


ITHOUT an Introduction to the Nine, 
Without Aſſiſtance from the God of Wine, 


And think ſo needful to preface the Song; 
May {ſacred Virtue only me inſpire, 


And Beauty kindle, and my Fancy fire. 


1'He worthleſs Subject tarniſhes our Fame, 


And the diſcerning Reader muſt exclaim ; 


But Worth, when duly ſung, glads ev'ry Heart, 


And glorious Beauty claims the handſome Part. 


WE may cxpreis our Love to Noble Friends, 
But Merit, more than Dignity, commends : 


K 2 Thus 
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Thus pious Herbert ſung with juſt Applauſe, 


But ev'ry one maintains great Beauty's Cauſe. 


THE Roſe and Lilly mingling in your Cheeks, 
The happy Mixture your great Beauty ſpeaks, 
The faireſt Flowers in their native Beds 
To lee themſelves outdone, bow down their Heads. 
The Crimſon Roſes bluſh with their Diſgrace, 

To ſee much fairer Pictures in your Face; 


The Lillies droop, all hung with pearly Dew, 


Submit and worſhip, but with Envy bow : 


With all their Luſtre and great Beauty ſhed, 
You ſhow a purer White and fairer Red. 
Could JFapiter but ſee, he would adore, 
Convert himſelf into a Gilly flow 'r, 

Deſcend a lovely Swan or golden Show'r. 


Chaſte as Diana and her Hunting Train, 


More fair than Venus riſing from the Main, 


When ſhe had been by great Auchiſes kiſs'd, 
Or in blue Mantle for Adonis dreſt; 


Adonis, lovely to the Cyprian Queen, 


HJdonis, always lovely to be ſeen. 


THAT 
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THAT Female Honour, but ſo oft betray'd, 
The happy Guardian of a beauteous Maid; 
That mild and lovely Aſpect, but ſo grave, 
Enough to ſhake and make the Monarch Slave. 
Such charming Modeſty might well diſarm 
Mars in the Field, the frigid Hermit warm, 


Draw Monks from Cells with the magnetick Charm. 
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2 


0 


Madam WIDDRINGTON. 


V Our p you ſome Beauty draw with ev'ry Grace, 
With Compaſs and your Pencil ſet Things right, 
With dark'ning Shade mingle the Blaze of Light; 


In perfect Symmetry due Figures made, 


Begin to take Dimenſions from the Face; 


Draw with ſuch Colours as will never fade; 

To Iv'ry Neck dependent from the Crown, 

Paint jetty Locks in Ringlets waving down; 

Draw Ruby Lips as well as Di'mond Eyes; 

How Tenglian Roſes grow, and Lillies riſe; 

The pretty Dimple, and the little Wart; 

Omitting nothing that belongs to Art: 

Mifs not the fav'rite Mole, which ſignifies 

Good Fortune to a Man before he dies, 

The 


The Africk Noſe nor the High German Beek, 

The Lover's Scratch upon the tender Cheek. __ 
Do ev'ry thing to make your Picture fair; 

But all Things paint as they by Nature are: 

For otherwiſe you draw you know not what, 


And for ſome Monkey you may paint your Cat. 


IT uE ancient Romans, in declining Times, 
Delighted much in Fiddlers and their Mimes; 
When, with their winged Legions, they had flown, 
And conquer'd ev'ry Country that was known;. 
When no more verdant Laurels, no more Bays, 
By Conqueſts hop'd for, or to Victor's Praiſe; 
Compell'd to be content with loathſome Peace, 
Enjoy the Fruits of undelightful Eaſe, 

Erected Structures with Expence profuſe, 

For ſavage Beaſts and Gladiator's Uſe” 

No Turtles, Anna's, nor your Manchineals, 
Would reliſh with their Nobles at their Meals : 
Their Guſt, enervate with moſt fulſome V ice, 

No more, as formerly, the brave, the wiſe; 

The Man that triumph'd once, and was ſo brave, 


With Luſt enfeebled, and poor Woman's Slave! 


Paint 
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Paint thus the Man, as if before your Sight, 


Fierce in his Aſpect, forward to the Fight; 


But now in martial Diſcipline unskill'd, 
Untrain'd in War, and back ward to the Field, 
His Courage ſunk, dejected in his Mind, 
The feebleſt and the weakeſt of his kind. 


THE Pictures of all Creatures muſt be ſo, 
Pat to their Natures, and all @ propo. 
Thus painted Titian, and thus Tintoret, 
Whoſe Names with the Illuſtrious ill are great: 
Daub not, as others, Sign-poſts of the Houſe, 


That none can know a Mountain from the Mouſe. 


THE 
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THE 


MEETING 


TO 


Mr IAM E s CAR R, 


Student in the Univerſity of Oxford. 


5 9 I one Day had gadding been, 
I chanc'd to meet the Cyprian Queen; 3 


Reſplendent, in her fine Array, 

She look'd like Flora, Queen of May : 
I knew her by her dimpled Chin, 
For 1 had oft at Cyprus been; 

I bid fair Madam, Time a Day, 


And ask'd her, whither was her Way ? 


She anſwer'd me, Sir, Pm a Rover, 


And in queſt of ſome fair Lover. 
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A ROUND her, Odours and Perfumes, 
More rich than all Arabia's Gums ; 
As Amber ſweet, or balmy Tears 
Dropt from the Tree which! ewry bears ; 
As Jeſſamin, when faireſt blows, 
And fragrant as the Crimſon Roſe; 
Her Skin, as Alabaſtar, white, | 
And ev'iry Way made for Delight. 


I DOFT my Bonnet, bowing down, 


To ſhew good Breeding from the Town; 


She curtſy'd back again to me, 


And kneel'd as low as low could be. 


I QUE sTiox' b her about the Aſs, 
And ask'd her where the Blackſmith was? 
She anſwer'd me, I have him ſure, 
If you will be my Paramour, 

At Sicily, in AÆtna's Vaults, 
For Fove a forging Thunderbolts ; 


With three or four lubber Fellows, 


Some at Anvil, ſome the Bellows. 
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PRE DESTINARIAN. 


WILLIAM BA CON, Eſquire. 


8 


Should any Sophiſter maintain that Snow 


OM E kind of Propoſitions are ſo plain, 


What can be ſaid againſt them muſt be vain : 


Was of black Colour, and I anſwer, No; 
I might appeal to Men of common Senſe, 

If all that he could ſay could me convince. 
The Caſe is much the ſame in other Things ; 
But lovely Truth a full Aſſurance brings. 


SHOULD one With learned Whimſies in his Head, 


Say, Every Thing before-hand was decreed ; 


He might me puzzle with his ſubtle Wit, 


But I could never to his Senſe ſubmit. 
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Wx own that God Almighty knows and ſees; 
But tis not God Almighty that decrees. 
The Pictures of our Lives he fairly draws ; 


But judges, or condemns: us, by his Laws. 


WE certainly have Liberty to chooſe 
The Good propounded, or the III refuſe. 
You are, you ſay, for abſolute Decree; 
But, muſt we needs of your Opinion be? 
Maintain the Principle that has a mind, 

I am not to his Sentiments inclin'd ; 
A Doctrine ſcandalous, and moſt abſurd, 


And which but little Comfort can afford. 


IF God has our eternal Woe decreed, 

To little Purpoſe we for Pity plead : 
Desen me 1 miſerable Slave, 

What Glory can the Great Creator have? 
Why on his Worſhip i in the Temple wait, 

If he determines to the wretched State? 

Why hold I up my mournful Hands, and pray ? 
Who would this Tyrant of a God obey ? 


SOME 
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SOM E plead a Charter regiſter'd above, 
And from divine Records Election prove; 
Pretend Enrolment on the heav'nly Liſt, 
And muſt be in the Number of the Bleſt ; 
From all Eternity, they ſay, ordain'd 


To fit with Cherubims at God's Right Hand; 
Are Sons of Abraham, are choſen Ones, 


True Iſraelites, and God's adopted Sons ; 
Muſt have their Circles and refulgent Thrones 
Among the Faithful, and the holy Ones ; 
Enjoy the faireſt Seats in Paradiſe, 

Tho? they be Sinners of gigantic Size. 


BuT who with ſuch a happy State acquaints ? 
And how, good Sir, come you among the Saints ? 
Conſult, and fairly view your ſelf within, 

And you may ſee a heavy Load of Sin ; 
A heavy Burden, wnich muſt weigh you down, 


And fairly ſhow, you over much preſume. 


By Faith, by Piety, by Chriſtian Love, 
We ouly come to happy Seats above, 
Attain 
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Attain the heav'nly Bliſs by being good; 
But you, like Ixion, embrace a Cloud. 

As filly Puppets move on Strings of Wire, 
You think to hymn among the heav'nly Choir, 5 
By ſenſeleſs Whims of abſolute Decrees ; 
Thus Maggots breed, they ſay, in Cheſhire Cheeſe. 
On your Election wholly you depend, 

And ſay, You are determin'd to your End: 

But none to. Heav'n without Endeavours come; 


Nor, without Faults, receive their final Doom. 
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ROMAN SLAVERY. 


r 0 
ANTHONY IS AAcSOxN, Eſquire, 


High Sheri for Northuberland. 


AM a Briton, and my Country free, 
I And muſt the Roman Biſhop govern me? 
Shall the ambitious One, that lives at Rome, : 
Inſult and tyrannize as he has done? 
Muſt I be Captive, and in Fetters led? 
Sink in the Dungeon, or on Scaffold bleed? 
Serve for ſome Triumph, and the People 8 Gaze? 
And Inquiſi itions paint me with Dilgrace? ; | 
By wholſome Laws, and no deſpotic Sway, 
Our happy Monarch's rule, and we obey : 
We only challenge what is fairly due, 


But never muſt ſubmit ourſelves to you. 


WHERE. is the Patent, Sir, by which you claim? 


Or we ſuch Simpletons to own the ſame? 
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To univerſal Empire you pretend, 

So the Grand Seignior, and as much a Friend. | 
Enjoy your Paraſites, and give them Food, 
They do great Service, and make you a God. 
They make your Empire boundleſs, and your Rule 
Extend from Southern to the Northern Pole. 
With ſoothing Words they tell you, Temporal Kings 


Are all your Subjects, and but trivial Things; 
And you exceed them in tranſcendent Power, 


As Phebus Atoms on the winding S$hoar. 


By Roman Bulls, and Artifices known, 
You would have Kings your Uſurpations N 
But muſt a ſilly Monk, or idle Prieſt, 


Exalted ſomething higher than the reſt, 
Uſurp on Kingdoms, and the People ride ; 5 


And we be rul'd by their imperious Pride . 

With horrid SpeQacle your Deeds are ſeen, 

To Flames committed have our Martyrs been: 
To be thus 2overn'd by ſpiritual Braves, 

The Caſe is worſe than of black /gypz*s Slaves. 


Mar others do it, I ſhall not controul, 


The Roman Bondage loathſome to my Soul. 


Some 
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Some, with a Monkey's Sonl, are mighty fond 

Of wearing Liveries, and think them grand 3 

To join the Number of his Lordſhip's Train; 

To wear his Collar, or the Silver cn 

To ſerve at Table, and obſerve his Wink, 

To fetch im white Bread, or to give him Drink: 
Theſe Things ſeem ſplendid, and look wond'rous fine, 
And afterwards on coſtly Scraps to dine. 

But, as for me, I am for Liberty, 


May others wear the Marks of Slavery :' 


A) * 
. S, 
* 


The Roman Servitude, a heavy Yoke, 
And I with utmoſt Horror on it look. 
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THE 


OLIVERIAN. 


TO 
JohN Fenwick, Eſquire. 


W HEN they of high and moſt iltuſtrious Stem, 
Whoſe Anceſtors had grac'd the Din, 
The greateſt Nobles, of moſt ancient Race, | 


Were all turn'd out, and others took their Place; 
When loyal Subjects were diſgrac'd and ſcorn'd, 
Tho? every ſhining Virtue them adorn'd, 
Were all inſulted by the wicked Train, 
Sequeſter'd, plunder'd, Fugitives or flain ; 

When they of mean and moſt ignoble Birth, 


The Dregs of Jails, and Scoundrels of the Earth; 
When Coblers, Haberdaſhers of ſmall Wares, 


And Thimble-makers, were our Houſe of Peers: 

Such Hewſon, Cooper, and ſuch Barkſtead was; 

Then wretched was, poor England, this thy Caſe: 
When 
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When pious Saints had got the Upper Hand, 
And ruPd with Iron Rod the Engliſh Land, 
The wicked OLIVERIAN gain'd his Cauſe, 
Above all Kings, ſuperior to all Laws, 
The ſacred Mitre, and the radiant Crown, 
The Monarch, and the Biſhop, both went down : 
Thus, pious CHARLES, thy precious Blood was ſhed, 
And thou, great LAu p, thro' Envy loſt thy Head: 
Thus was the glorious Nation much diſgrac'd, 
And on the Throne a wicked Tyrant plac'd, 
Who rul'd the Kingdom with a boundleſs Sway ; 
Few wiſh'd him well, but none durſt diſobey. 
Then from the Pulpit came forth precious Stuff, 
The Red Coat mounted, and held forth in Buff: 
But, precious from the Mouth muſt be the Word, 
Held forth in Buff, defended by the Sword. 
No Moderation us'd, but outward Force; 
The Church was made a Stable for the Horſe; 
A heavy Charge was on fine Painting laid; 
Some Faults were found about the Joiner's Trade; 


Againſt our Rails they open'd wide the Mouth, 


As carved Work, and facing to the South : 


II 2. All 
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All that they did was orthodox and ſound, 


But every thing with us as faulty found. 
Few but complain'd, but none could us redreſs, 
And great Reſtraints were laid upon the Preſs. 
All Liberty was loſt, the Fences broke, 

And downright Treaſon what good Subjects ſpoke. 
How to extirpate all that was divine, 
And from the Kingdom ſhut the Royal Line, 
They bound themſelves in ſolemn Covenant, 

ö To turn the Wicked out, and in the Saint: 

Their wicked Schemes and Labours were not vain; 


But may we never truſt the Saints again. 


HE. 
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| To the REVEREND 
Mr James ALGoonp, 
RrecToR of IN e NAM. 


LE ER 
MUST at preſent tread the winding Maze 


I 


Superior much to their great Founder's Skill, 


Of the curs'd Sons of wicked Ingo's Race, 


And expeditious Tools for doing ill: 

The wicked Generation from him ſprung, 
Expert in Science, every Art and Tongue: 
As Stateſmen, bred to curſed Politicks, 
With mental Reſervations, and their Tricks, 
Within no Bounds of Rubicon confin'd, 


Decrees of Senates not for them deſign'd; 
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As holy Pilgrims muſt have Liberty, 

To prey by Land, or pirate on the Sea, 

To wander where they liſt, as harmleſs Things, 
Dreadful to States, and ruinous to Kings; 
They have been baniſh'd almoſt ev'ry Court, 
But under ſome Diſguiſe will {till reſort. 

No gentle Courſe agrees with my Deſign, 

But Satyr and Invective ev'ry Line. 

No gracious Muſe, no gentle Virgin Aid; 
But, horrid, let me ſhake the Gorgon's Head! 


Mar circling Serpents round my Temples cling, 
And hiſſing Baſilisks, but hiſſing ſting ; 
Arm me with Scorpions and the Viper's Teeth, 
And may 1 ſend them down to griſly Death. 
Rome's greateſt Emiſſaries, its dreadful Spies, 

With whom the Monarchs of their Church adviſe: 
They lurk in Royal Courts in maſquerade; 

This Gentleman, that Artiſt, in ſome Trade; 

To carry on their dark, accurs'd Intrigues, 

Join in Conſpiracies and wicked Leagues : 

Now on the Seas, now on the Continent, 


And then to Chia or the Indies ſent ; 


Avowing 
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Avowing Poverty by ſtricteſt Rules, 
And think it lawful to defraud poor Souls; 
With greedy Eye they view the yellow Mould, 


And cheat the Indians of their precious Gold. 
Since their Foundation Purple Streams have run, 


And Deluges of Blood thro? Chriſtendom ; 
With cruel Uſage they have tyranniz'd, 

And Millions by their Means been ſacrific'd. 
To them we may impute ſuch Maſlacres 
As plainly by true Hiſtory appears. 

Theſe are the precious Saints! the holy Men! 
Like Birds of Paradiſe but feldom ſeen ; 
Vnleſs in Plots from Colleges of Some, 


To execute them here the Villains come. 
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128 U T, 


To the Rx HREN D 


Mr James ALG OoOp, 
Reo TOR „ 


L.E-T-T: E-R II. 


ITH much Aſſurance, and a brazen Face, 


W 


The worſt of Chriſtians on the Roman Side, 
The lewdeſt Order, with the higheſt Pride; 


The Sons of Ingo fly from Place to Place; 


Lewd as their Nuns, but proud as Antichriſt, 
Or what Saint Fohz has figur'd by the Beaſt ; 
Cocyttus worſhip in the trueſt Senſe; 

Cocyttus, Goddeſs of great Impudence ; 
Cocyttus, dancing nak'd, and all obſcene, 


Is but faint Emblem of theſe wicked Men; 


With 
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With Proteus, change themſelves to ev'ry Shape, 


Turn Small-coal Men and Chimney Sweeper's Ape; 

Sell Pins or Needles, or can Ballads ſing; 

Trim with the Seaſons, and do any thing; 
Are Spies upon us in the Maſquerade, 

And ſpread falſe Doctrine in mechanic Trade: 
They ſow Diviſions, weaken ev'ry where; 


Expel the Native, and plant Roman there, 


And often forwards puſh the Maſſacre. 
The Spaniard meaſures ey'ry Step he walks, 
And the vain Gaul juſt as a Parrot talks; 
But wicked J ESG IT, of evil Fame, 


Is ev'ry Vice, and worſe than you can name. 


WHEN they were interdicted by Arret 
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Of lawful Senate, for the Purpoſe met ; 
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Forbid the Sacred JESUS to profane, 
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And take upon them their Redeemer's Name; 


But rather pitch upon the Loyoliſt, 


we he —— — a An. 


As more becoming, and the Ignocyſt: 


Would they with juſt Authority comply ? 


The Independent Men were over high. 
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SUCH are all perfect Men, all Phey:xes ; 
All orient Pearls, all precious Ouyxes. oj 
To be a JESUir, and to be a Saint, 

In their Opinion, Terms equivalent. 

Theſe are the great Defenders of the Faith, 
And all is Oracle the ESU I faith. 

Confeſs your Sins to them, and you are clean, 
As if you were immerſs'd in Ganges Stream; 


Thus Romans and their Proſelytes are flam'd ; 


They muſt be ſay'd, all others muſt be damn'd. 
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To the REVEREND 

Mr James AL GOOD, 

REC TOR of IN G R A I. 

. 

5 ns utmoſt Fury may my Zeal excite, 

| And with the keeneſt Edge of Satyr write; 

In true and lively Colours let me paint 

The beauteous Hypocrite, the glaring Saint : 

The faireſt Out-ſide, but all foul within; 

The curved Serpent with a beauteous Skin. 

The cruel Wolf, the Guardian of the Sheep, 

Devours the Flock which he pretends to keep. 


Behind the Willows, on the Banks of Nile, 


Among the Sedge, the weeping Crocodile, 
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Lies gaping, hungry, waiting for the Prey, 
And ſweeps the ſilly, heedleſs Man away. 

Hyena's thus, when ready to devour, 

With artful Voice actos us to the Door, 
The flatt'ring J ESUIT deſtroys the Soul ; 
Thus fertile Fields, the undermining Mole. 
The ugly Panther hides his frightful Face, 

Until the Prey be in the bounded Place ; 


With fragrant Odours, and his ſweet Perfumes, 


Attracts them near him, then his Shape aſſumes, 


And, bouncing at them, ſeizes all that comes, 
The greateſt Flatterer, the JESU1T, 
But none in Cruelty does more delight. 


In thirty Years from this curs'd Order rear'd 
y 7 


Nine Hundred Thouſand have been maſſacred; 


Vet ſtill proceed, and ſtill they will deceive, 
And ſtill are Saints, and ſtill we muſt believe, 
Their cruel Falents ſtill they exerciſe, 

But we are Fools, and never will. be wiſe, 
By Inquiſition into Dungeons thrown, 
Without fair Trial, or a Witneſs ſhown, 
Such holy Fathers as of greateſt Wit, 


On high Tribunals as our Judges ſit ; 


The 
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The Queſtion ask'd, On what Occaſion there? 
The Queſtion put conſternates us with Fear. 


We anſwer truly, That we cannot tell, 
And back remanded to the diſmal Cell; 


But happy we, if from among the Dirt, 


We come not out again with pitchy Shirt: * 


Theſe are the Saints, and have no ſinful Spots; 
As cunning Gypſies play with Jugglers Knots. 
With foul Entendre, and equivoc Ware, 


We cannot cap them, nor know where they are, 


1E 


1 . 
ww ſoa wo « — 


— _ 
$9.4 A004, feof te. 


» (MO alu 0 
— 


— — 
—— ů —— 


— — 


n 


4 <4 
cen i _— 

> os 
— - — — 
— — 


2 


43232444 


— 


- "3 6 0 1 4 by 

ger ve os — —˙1 72 2 M2 14 Ang - — Fe 8 

— — TC. _ * — — 2 r — 
7 — — a 9 J — * GG — 7 rr 4 ** — 
. — — * bo ” oo mg — PE 3 2 - 2 
I To . 2 r 4 * --—% 2 4 — 
4 N p 7 — — — PEE? 
- . 2 p — * * — -- 1 * — < -f — 

— 2 . — 


— 


—— — 


——— 
po 


— . 


x 3 . . - - "= 
2 . — . Cres OG 


— 


G — —— I. — : 6 
— yer dee ee 


94 Miſcellany POEMS. 


1 8 1 7. 
n Oy ET 
Mr James ALG OO p, 

Recror of INRA N. 


„ 


T HE holy Man of Fort Saint Angelo, 


Lives with more Splendor than our Princes do: 


He has more num'rous Vaſſals at Command, 
Than any Sov'reign Prince of any Land. 
Amidſt the wretched Crew, beyond the reſt, 
By wicked JE SUI I is moſt addreſt. 

With Duty unconfin'd in every Thing, 
Againſt the Subject, and againſt the King. 
The Antichriſtian, humble Perſon ſworn, 


To ſerve bim every Way, at every Turn. 
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Not Bell at Babylon, nor Hercules 

Among the Greeks, had truer Votaries; 

Not Orus in black Agypt ſo rever'd, 

Nor to Oſiris fairer Temples rear'd, 

As in ſome comic Scene the Fire-works play, 
From the Machines upon the ſolemn Day, 
When good Saint Dominic and Francis meet, 


And in rich Glitter one another greets ; 
When faireſt Image in rich Amber comes, 


Or Alabaſter Work to ſacred Domes. 

Thus waxen Flambeaus on high Altars blaze, 

The warbling Choir ſounds forth the loudeſt Praiſe : 
Some kiſs the Foot, ſome proſtrate at his Nod, 
And all pay Homage to the Roman God. 

But in Leyola's Race he glories molt, 

As bringing richeſt Treaſures to his Coaſt ; 

From Agnus Dei's, and indulgent Grants, 

And reckon'd beſt, altho* the worſt of Saints. 

A wicked Crew, by Principles profeſt, 

On none dependent, but the Roman Beaſt; 

Within ſtrict Rules of Diſcipline confin'd, 

But fairly quits them, when he has a mind. 
With richeſt Drugs, the Indian Ware-houſe full, 
Phyſicians of the Body, not the Soul. 
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So Romulus was ſerv'd in former Times, 

By Vagrants guilty of enormous Crimes. 
Theſe are the dreadful Emiſſaries of Rome, 
From whom our Factions and Diviſions come; 
From whom the Independent Man derives, 
And by whoſe Principles the Trembler lives : 
But learned Men of their Communion fay, 
The dread Forerunners of the Judgment-day. 
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Expedition to Vigo, 
IN THE: 
REIGN of Q. ANNE, 


UNDER THE LATE 


DUKE of © R M — D; 


TN AIT YF 
Memorial to Card. FLEURV. 


To the Right Worſhipful 
Sir EDWARD BLACK ET YT, Bart. 


HIN K, wicked Fleury, on't, before too late, 

T What Orm—d did of old, what Vigo's Fate; 
When Orm—4 with his F leet had ſpread the Main, 
And frighted all the mighty Dons of Hain; 

When in their View, upon the Sun-burnt Coaſt, 
And on the Sandy Beech expos'd his Hoſt : 

When hoiſted up the Bloody Flag in Sight, 

And martial Troops came marching on to fight; 
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Unhappy Orm—4, Exile for your Pains, 

But we muſt needs ſubmit, when Heav'n ordains. 
Thy Enemies cannot be over-joy'd, 

The Land maintaining, where thy Sword deſtroy'd. 
Bear up, great Man, of Courage you have need; 
Where once a Conqueror, now wanting Bread. 
Your Caſe is with another's much the ſame, 

With Sword he conquer'd, or deſtroy'd with Flame; 
But for his Recompence, which did ſurpriſe, 
Fuſtinian, the Baſe, put out his Eyes: 

Thus to his Enemies was forc'd to come, 

A begging Alms, a Wanderer from home. 

How hard the Caſe of Heroes, when they need 
To be ſupported by the Cruſts of Bread 

Of envious Hands, which wiſh it in their Throat, 
And in their native Country dare not ſet a Foot? 
How hard to live in Danger of one's Life, 

From Children far remote, and the endearing Wife? 
How -hard, without a Penny in the Purſe ? 

And whom we, joyful, bleſt, begin to curſe? 

If this be all the Hero's great Reward, 

The Caſe beyond all Queſtion, mighty hard. 
When on the Hills of /:go Thouſands ſtood, 


And the proud Galeons in Koxaella's Flood: 
When 
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When, in their Sentiments, they had made ſure 
The Wealth of Indie, and the precious Oar ; 
With Boom a-croſs the Flood, by Cables faſt, 
With heavy Anchor weighing down the Maſt ; 
When Sorel, to ſecure the mighty Dons, 

On the ſtrong Batteries had ſet his Guns; 

The Caſtle mann'd with dreadful Sons of Mars. 
The ſtouteſt of his Sons for Neptane's Wars; 
When done, what needful was for their Eſcape, 
And the rich Cargo ſet beyond the Cape 5 
Up to Kondeila ſteer' d the daring Fleet, 

The Winds did favour, and fill'd every Sheet; 
The braveſt Hopſon, in the ſtout Torbay, 

His Cable cut, and foremoſt forc'd his Way ; 
DireQly bearing up the adverſe Boom, 


Broke it at once, and made for others room. 
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The reſt clapt on their Sails, and follow'd cloſe, 


Amidſt the Fire and Smoke ſought out their Foes : 


With kind Aſſiſtance of the mighty Dutch, 


From whom none can detract, their Praiſe is ſuch, 


They forc'd their Batteries, they took the Fort; 
They ſunk or ſeiz'd the Galeons in the Port: 


And when they thought them ſafe in narrow Streight, 


Took the rich Cargo, and ſeiz'd all their Plate. 
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LOVE of the SUBJECT 
NEEDFUL FOR 
1 
Mar raw RID LEV, Ei 


3 MoNARCH that commands his Subje&'s Breaſt, | 
| And of his Love entirely is poſleſt, | 


Has ſure Aſſiſtance, and a better Guard, 
Than what attends him in the Palace-yard ; 
But he uneaſy ſits upon the Throne, 

And makes the Crimes of Faction all his own, 
That truſts his Government to idle Drones, 
Which gives occaſion to the Subjecdt's Groans. 
Such like the Publicans oppreſs them ſore, 


As Caterpillars that the Land deyour ; | 
AS 


Miſcellany POEMS. 101 


As wanton Hornets living at their Eaſe, 

Eat up:the Honey, and deſtroy the Bees: 
Thus by Oppreſſion make the People bleed, 
And all is charg'd upon the Royal Head. 

But Great and Mighty GEORGE abhors theſe Things, 
The wiſeſt Monarch, and the beſt of Kings: 
He takes all care to make a virtuous Choice, 
And in his Subjects Welfare does rejoice ; 
Condoles the Mournful with a kind Relief, 
Shows all the Tenderneſs of Royal Grief; 
Will not oppreſs them, but does all he can 


To make them happy in a gracious Reign. 


Tk greateſt Plague that any Kingdom has, 
Is a baſe Ruler and ſome ſilly Aſs, 
That knows not how to rule as Monarchs ſhould, 
The largeſt Provinces both bought and ſold. 
With great Severity the Tyrant rules, 
As Goths Libations made in human Sculls : 
Thus Nero rul'd, that ripp'd his Mother's Womb, 
Which prov'd deſtructive to himſelf and Rome: 
Thus Scylla and Marius, factious, ſtrove, 


With fi ry Paſſion, and all F ury drove. 
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No Queſtions ask'd, nor any Reaſon ſhown, 
Contending parties knock'd each other down: 
With mutual Hatred kindled grievous Flames, 

And dy'd the Streets of Kome in Crimſon Streams; 
When Thouſands were deſtroy'd with d; ing Moans, 
Which might Compaſſion move from bardett Stones, 


But none durſt pity their expiring Groans. 


GENHISCA N dying, gave as good Advice 
As ever came from Solomon the We; 
His Sons ſtood weeping round about bis Bed, 
The dying Monarch thus began aud laid: 

“ On Earth the greateſt Empire J bequeath, 
“To you, my Sons, at my approgening Death; 
« When I ſhall go where happy Gods decree, 

« And you ſhall rule this People after me, 

« Let no ambitious Views attempt your Youth, 
« My Empire is enough to {ſerve you both : 

wa Between you be a true and laſting Love, 

« On no Pretence from this your Centre move; 
« This will a mutual Confidence create, 


« And no fond Jealouſies diſturo the State. 


« On ſuch a Baſe your Empire ficm will ſtand, 


Secure your People, and a happy Land; 
« Your- 
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% Yourſelves ſhall peaceful live, and joyful reign, 
« And all your Enemies oppoſe in vain.” 

Thus having ſpoke, Genbiſcan turn'd aſide; 

He clos'd his Eyes, and the good Monarch dy'd- 


AFFLICTED People always will complain 
Of their Oppreſſion in the Tyrant's Reign; 
Deſpotic Rule and arbitrary Pow'r, 

Muſt be a rav'nous Wolf that will devour. 
The mightieſt Prince, regardleſs of his Laws, 
Is but a Bully in the Monarch's Place: 

In bloody Fields he ſteers his wicked Courſe; 
Some call him Monſter, but he's ſomething worſe. 
We may ſuſpend our Sorrow, but in vain :; 
Oppreſſed People will at laſt complain. 

But he that rules by good and wholſome Laws, 
Is chearfully obey'd with great Applauſe. 
Some may aſperſe him with their forged Lies ; 
But, lov'd by all, the Virtuous and the Wiſe, 
Tho? angry Billows of Sedition move, 

His Virtue guards him, and the Peoples Love. 


Thus fares our King, whom ev'ry one commends 


His greateſt Foes, as well as faithful Friends: 


Protected 
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Protected by him with the greateſt Care, 
We live ſecure from Danger, void of Fear. 


SHnourD mighty Bourbon make the bold Attempt, 

With all his hungry Legions hither ſent, 

Inſtead of Friends to join him, he would find 

Us all united, much againſt his Mind: 
They might repent their coming, but too late; 
To come for Plunder, and to meet their Fate. 
Conſpicuous with their Plumes on nodding Heads, 
And in their nervous Hands the ſhining Blades, 
On ſnowy Steeds our Heroes would advance, 
With braver Troops than ever were in France: 
Then they might hoiſt their Sails to Sea again, 
And to their native Country whence they came; 
In homely Cotts to drink their dreggy Wine, 


And on their Snails, and Frogs, and Muſhrooms, dine, 


OUR 
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The Glory of all Proteſtauts abroad, 


HAT Sects with ſtrange Opinions us divide, 


The Reformation's Bulwark, and her Pride; 


But they at home with heavy Scandal load. 
How do they brand us with ignoble Names, 
Enkindle Miſchief, and ſtir up the Flames? 


As Savages we one another tear, 

Rage as the Alpine Wolf, or Ruſſian Bear: 
We, Sons of Belial, and of Antichriſt, 

They, Sons of God, and Children of the Light: 
We, every wicked Thing that can be nam'd, 
And they, for ev'ry ſort of Virtue ſam'd: 
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Aſſuming ev'ry one the Name of Saint, 

The Outſide laquer'd with religious Paint. 
Thus Phariſees of old, tho' foul within, 
Devour'd poor Orphans in a Leopard's Skin: 
The painted Outlide made à glorious Shew ; 
The Devil within, but Angel to the View. 
Is this to ſuch a Mother due Return, 

To rend her Sides, and make her Children mourn? 
What Actions worthy Hatred have we done? 

Or how are we the Spawn of wicked Rome? 

In Fundamentals right, by all confeſt; 

Our Doctrines pure, and can abide the Teſt: 


Our Canons guard our Altars from Obſcene; 
Preſerve bis from Contempt, and keep us Cleau. 
The Diſcipline is primitive and !good, 
For Apoſtolical by all allow'd: 
Our Rites and Ceremonies few and grave; 
What would we wiſh for, or deſire to have? 
Is ſuch a Church as this of Roman Mould? 
Is ſhe all droſſy, ſhew your purer Gold. 
When JAMEs the Second reign'd, who ſav'd you then? 
Who ſav'd the Liberties of Erghf Men, 
When 
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When WAR E and SHARP, and others bravely ſtood, 


Defended with their Pens, and ſtemm'd the Flood; 
When HARRY COMPTON, of a noble Race, 
Withſtood the vitious Tyrant to the Face: 


Our godly Biſhops ſhut within the Tow'r, 
Expecting to be Martyrs ev'ry Hour ? 

What did the pious Champions of the Whigg ? 

Did they not join and dance the Roman Jigg ? 
You took your Poſts of Honour, and were Tools 


To ruin Church and Nation, filly Fools! 
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